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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THE 

READER. 

J. H E number of Spurious Editions that 
have Jlolen into the World, loaded too witb 
errors, and wilful ones, of every defcription, 
befides matter that never ifTued from my brain^ 
renders it necefTary for me to fay lomewhat 
of this Odavo Edition, which is not now 
my Property, but the purchafed Copy-right 
of Meflieurs Goulding, Robinsons, and 
Walker, Some Alterations which have been 
made by me in this Edition, I hope, are for the 
better ; many more may, probably, be thought 
neceflary by my indulgent Friend the Public, 
whofe favourable Opinion forms the fummit of 
my Ambition ; whofe Patronage I have found 
infinitely fupcrior to that of Princes; and to 
whofe Tribunal the prefent Volumes arc moft 
refpectfully fubmittcd. 

P. PINDAR. 

July 21^ I79+, 
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TO THE 



REVIEWERS. 



Fathers of Wlfdom, a poor wight befriend; - 
Oh, hear my fimplc prayer in fimple lays : 

In farmd pauperis behold I bend. 

And of your Worlhips a(k a little praifc, 

I am no cormorant for fame, d'ye fee ; 

I afk not all the laurel, but a fprig ! 
Then hear me. Guardians of the facred Tree, 

And flick a leaf or two about my wig. 

In fonnet, ode, and legendary tale. 

Soon will the prels niy tuneful foul difplay ; 

Then do not damn *em, and prevent the fale ; 
And your petitioner fhall ever pray. 

My works condemn'd, the Mufe with grief will groan— 
The cenfure dire niy lantern jaws will rue ! 

Know, I have teeth and ft:ornach like your own. 
And that I wilh to pat as well as you. 

B 2 I never 



4 TO THE REVIEWERS, 

I never faid, like murderers in their dens. 
Ye fecret met in cloud-capp'd garret high. 

With hatchets, fcalping knives in (hape of pens. 
To bid, like Mohocks, haplefs authors die : 

Nor feid, X'ln your Reviews, together ftrqng) 
The limbs of butcher'd writers, cheek by jowl, 

Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung 
Before the hungry fpider's dreary hole* 

I ne'er declared, that, frightful as the Blacks, 
In greafy flannel caps ye met together. 

With fcarce a rag of Ihirt about your backs. 
Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather. 

Heav'n knows I'm innocent of all tranfgrefllon 
Againft your Honours, men of claffic fame ! 

1 ne'er abus'd your critical profelfion, 
Whofe diHum faves at once or damns a name, 

I never queftion'd your profound of head. 

Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your manners coarfc ; 

Nor fworc on butcher'd authors that ye fed. 
Like carrion crows upon a poor dead horfe» 

I never 



TO THE REVIEWERS^ J 

1 never faid^ that, pedlar like, ye fold 

Praife by the ounce, or pound, like fnufFor chccfc; 

Too well I knew ye filver fcorn'd, and gold- 
Such drofs, a fage Reviewer never fees ! 

I never hinted, that with half a crown 

Books have been fcnt you by the fcribblin^ tribe i 
Which fee hadi purchased pages of renown : 

No— *for I knew you'd fpurn the paltry bribe. 

I ne'er avcrr'd, ye critics to a man, 

For pence, would fwear an owl excelled the lark; 
Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave Divan, 

That ftabb'd, like bafe affaffins, in the dark* 

I never prais'd, or blam'd, an author's book. 
Until your. wife opinions came abroad; 

On thefe with holy rev'rence did I look : 

With you I prais'd, or blam'd, fo help me G — d ! 

The fam'd Longinus all the world muft know: 

The gape of wonder Aristarchus drew. 
As weD as Alexander's* Tutor, io! 
AD! all great criucs, gentlemen, like^w. 

B 3 D\d 

« ArLftotle. 



6 TO THE REVIEWERS^ 

Did any a(k me, " Pray, Sir, your opinion 
" Of thofe Reviewers, who fo bold bcftridc 

** The world of learning, and, widi proud dominion, 
'^ High on die backs of crouching audiors ride ?" 

Quick have I anlwer'd, in a rage, " Od's-blood ! 

" No works like theirs fuch criticifm convey : 
*' Not all the timber of Dodona's wood 

" E'er pour'd more fterling oracle than tbey.'^ 

Did others cry, " Whatever their brains indite, 
" Be furc, is cxceUent — a partial crew ! 

" With 16 Paeans ufher'd to the light, 

" And prais'd to folly in the next Review:" 

This was my anfwcr to each fnarling elf, 

(My eyeballs fiird with fire, my mouth with foam) 

" Zounds ! is not juftice due to one's dear felf ? 
*' And fhould not charity begin at home ?'* 

Full often Tve been-qucftion'd with a fneer — 

" Think you one could not bribe *em ?" ** Not a 
nation." — 
" A beef-ftake, with a pot or two of beer, 
*^ Might fave a little volume from damnation." 

j^ Furious 



TO THE RBVIEWERS. f 

Furious I've anfwcr'd, ^^ Lo ! my Lord Carlisle 
" Implores, in vain, a feat in Fame's old temple; 

'^ Though you applaud, their wifdoms will not fiiule j 
^^ And what they difapprove is fiircly fimple. 

^' Could gold fucceed, enough the Peer might raifc, 
" To buy the fhirdefs critics o'er and o*er : 

*^ *Tis merit only can command their praife» 
" Witnefs the volumes of Mils Hannah Mori\ 

** The Search for HappinefSy that beauteous fong, 
'^ Which all of us would give our ears to own ; 

*' The CaptivCy Percy ^ both, like muftard ftrong, 
** That, woeful, force from Pity's foul the groanf.'*' 

Hail Briftol town ! Bceotia now no more, 

SinceGARRicK'sSAPPHofings, though ratherflowly: 

All hail Mifs Hannah ! worth at leaft a fcore. 
Ay, twenty fcore, of Chatterton and Rowley. 

Men of prodigious parts are moftly (hy : 
Great Newton's felf this failing did mherit; 

Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye. 
And hide ^p. lurking holes, a world of merit. 

B 4 Yet 

* A Lady talked of for her rhimes, and empliatically called^ 
by a certain clafs of readers, the tenth Mufe, 
f A pair of tragedies* 



S TO THE REVIEWERS. 

^ Yet 6ft your cautious modcftics I fee, 

When from yoiH:!t>ow'r witli bats ye wing the dark : 
^d Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl for prey, 
*'" Dining widi good Duke Humphry in the Park. 

Meek Sirs ! in frays ye choofe not to appear, 
A circumftance mod natural to fuppole, 
V. And therefore hide your precious heads, for fear 

Some angry bard, abus'd, fliould pull your nofe. 

Hfc world's loud plaudit, lo ! ye don't defire. 

Nor do ye haftily on books decide ; 
But firft at €v*ry cofFee-houfe enquire, 

How, in its favour, runs the public tide. 

There, Wisdom, often with a critic wig. 

The face demure, knit brows, and forehead Icowling, 

Tve feen o'er pamphlets, with importance big, 
Moufing for faults, or> if you'll have it, owUng. 

Herculean Gentlemen ! I dread your dnibs ; 

Pity the Ufced whites of both my eyes ! 
Strung with new ftrength beneath your mafly clubs, 

Alas ! I fhall not an ANTiSus rile. 



Lo, 





TO THE RKVIBWERS* '> f * 9 -k 

Lo, like an elephant along thi gro\indj y 

Grtat Caliban, the giant Johnsok m*etch*d t ^| 

The Brinlh Roscius too your clubs confound, " . 
Whofe fame the fartftaeft of thfJ^ hath reached, ?^ 

«$'■ ;^ ' 

If fuch fo eafy (ink beneath ypurini^^ 

Ye Gods ! I may be done for in a trice : 
Hurl'd by your rage to everlafting night — i^ ..T . jyj 

Crack'd with tliat eafe a beg^r cracks faisJlpe* * 



F, awful Sirs, ye grant me my petition, ^ 
With brother {)amphlets fhall my pamphlet (hirttr? 

And fhould it chance to pafs a firft edition, ..^\ 
In capitals ftiall ftare your praife divine. 

Quote from my work as much as e'er you plea^c^; 

For extrafts, lo ! I'll put no angry face on; ^'' 
Nor fill a hungry lawj^er's fift with fees, 

To fqueeze John Murray like the furiousMAScJN'.* 

Sage Sirs ! if favour in your fight I find. 
If feme ye grant. Til biefs each gen'rous giver; 

Wifh you found coats, clean linen, mafters kindf. 
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock's liver. 

• The conteft between Mr, Mafon and the Bookfeller addc4 
not an atom to the reputation of the Poet. 

t The Bookfcllers. 
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leo THE 
U, 1p R E V I E W E R 5. 

r - WRITTtJff FOR A'';rRIEND. 

*■ ^; .- *■ 

A IS 'hard, Mcflictirs Reviewers, 'pon my foul^ 
A Yc tiii|$ fhould lord it o'er the world of wit : 

'** No hi^et court your fentence to controul, 
Yc l^i^ or yc reprieve, as ye think fit ! 



gp^^hcthcr, in c 



Whether, in calf,- your labours of the year 
Ranl^mth immortal bards, or boxes line^ 
Or, torn ror fecret fervices, oh dear ! 
Arc offcr'd up at Cloacina's (hrinc : 

Whether ye look all rofy round the gills, 
Or hatchet-fac'd like ftarving cats fo lean; 

Whether your criticifm each pocket fills 

With halfpence, keeping you clofc ftiav'd and clean } 

Whether in gorgeous raiment ye appear^ 
Or tatters ready from your backs to fell ; 

Whether with pompous wigs to guard each ear. 
Or whether you've no wigs or car$ at all ; 

Whether 



t6^ the R£VI£W]RS« ^2 

WJicthcr ye look like gcndcnSn ofl^ieytts^ 



I hate ufurpers ^ the critic thrwHlf 
Therefore his compliments 
And humbly hopesjfefeu'U kt Jflffi^ alone« 

Stay till he a(ks your thpug^^ hMNI 
Officioufnefs the modefl: bara abjures : 

Tis furely pert to m^dle with bis pages, *^^ 
Who never deign'a to look in one of jamijtf 
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? TO THf 



ROYAL ACADEMICLANS, 

FOR M^DCC^LXXXII. 



■ Arma nnrosqut cau»» 

paint and the Men of Canvafs fire my Lays, 
Who (how their Works for Profit and fur Pra fe % 
Whofe Pockets know moft comfortable Fillings— 
CaiQuig Two ThouiJiod Poui)d« a Xtv by ShiUirgs. 
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LYRIC ODE 







K 
U 



1 



O D E L ..i 

FiTin giveth ^n account of his great Rilatx^k— 4>oafteth-« ^ 'f 

praifetii Sir William CHAMBEftt and SoMBRSST-HofSMfr* . ..%- 
applaudeth Sir Joshua Reynolds, and ihcwctli deep ' 
Learning. 'v* 



J^^ Y Coufin Pindar, in his Odes, - 



% 



Applauded Horfejockeys and Gods, if^gA 

Wreftlers and Boxers in his verfe divine! ^ 

Then ftiall not I, who boaft his fire> 

And old hereditary lyre. 
To Britilh Painters give a golden line ? 



Say, Ihall yon Dome ftupcndous rife. 
Striking with Attic front the (kies — 
The nurfing dame of many a Painting Ape i 



m 



And 



* Paintimg Apt. — This expreffion is by no means meant to 
convey the idea of infalt, — There is great propriety, if not 
poetry, in it. — The reader will pleafc to rccoUeft, that Painting 
is an imitative art — Monkeys are prodigious imitators— witncfii 
my own Odes.— Bcfides, Pope compliments the immortal New- 
ton by a fimilar allufion^ 



16 tYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII. 

. And 1 irpmortal rhyme rcfufe, 
p '^ *'To' tell the nations round the news. 

And make pofterity with wonder gape ? 

Spirit of Coufin* Pindar, ho ! 
^^ ' By all thy Odes, the world fhall know, 

Tt!!iatCHAM>BERS plann'd it — Be his name revcr'd!— 
iSir Wi L L I A M 's JDurneynicn and tools, 
Jik (No pupils of the Chinefe Schools) 

With ftpnei and wood, and lime, the fabric rear'd ! 



^^ 



Thus having put the Knight in rhyme. 
Stone, nicn, and timber, tools and lime; 

Let us furvey what this rare Dome contains — 
Where rival Artifts for a name. 
Bit -by that glorious mad-dog Fame, 

Have fixed die labours of their brulh and brains* 

O Mufc! Sir Joshua's rnofter-hand 
Shall firft our lyric laud command — 

Lo ! Tarleton dragging on his boot fo tight ! 
His Horfcs feel a godlike rage, 
And yearn with Yankies to engage — • 

I think I hear them fnorting for the fight ! 



Behold 



LYRIC GDIS, FOR M,DCC,LXXXII. I7 

Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing ! 

I wifli indeed their manes fo flowing 
Were more like hair : — the brutes had been as good^ 

If, flaming with fuch clafllc force. 

They had refembled lefs that horfc 
Call'd Trojan — and by Greeks composed of wood. 

Now to yon trotting angel let us go— 

A very fine performance too, I trow. 
Who rides a cloud — indeed a heavy hack— • 

Which to my mind doth certes bring 

That eafy bum-delighting thing. 
Rid by the *Chancellor-ryclep'd a fack. 

Yet, Reynolds, let me feirly fay. 

With pride I pour the lyric lay 
To mod things by thy able hand expreft— v • 

Compar'd, to other painting-men. 

Thou art an eagle to a wren ! — 
Now, Miftrcfs Mufe, pray wait on Mifter West. 

Vol. I. C ODE 

• The Lord Chancellor, in the Houfe of Lords, fits con- 
ftantly on a woolfack. 



ODE n. 

PiTBR fiilleth foul on Mr« West for reprefenting our blefled 
RBDBiMBRlikeMOLD-CLOTHis-MAN — and for iniirepre* 
ftnting the Apostles — Cuttetli up Mr. Wbst's angels— 
Attacketh another pidlurc of Mr. West's— Wecpeth over 
the hard fate of Prince Ogtavius and Augustus^ 
children of our moft glorious Sovereign. 

\J West, what hath thy pencil done ? 

Why, painted God Alnnighty's fon 
like an old*clothes-man, about London ftrcct ! 

Put in his hand a rufty bag, 

To hold each dainty, ' rufty rag ; 
We then fliall fee the charafter complete* 

Th* Apoftlcs too, I'm much afraid, 
Were not the fellows thou haft made— - 

For Hcav'n's fake, rub thofe rafcals out again-— 
There's not a mortal who believes 
They look'd like old ♦ Salvator's Thieves, 

Although they might not look like gentlemen. 

St. 
* Salrator Rofa, happy in his charafters of banditti. 



LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXn. IJ 

Saint Paul moft candidly declares. 

He could not give himfelf high airs 
Upon lus pcrfon — which was rather homely— 

But really, as for all the reft. 

Save Judas, who was a rank beaft, 
Jhcy all were decent labourers, and comely. 

Thy Spirits too can't boaft the graces- 
Two Indian angels by their feces — 

But ipeak — ^where are their wings to mount the wind ? 
One would fuppoie M'Bridb* had met 'em— 
If thou haft {pare ones, quickly get 'em. 

Or ellc the lads will both be left behind. 

Ghoft of t Oftavius ! tell the bard. 

And thou, Auguftus, us'd fo hardy 
Why West hath murder'd you, my tender lambs ? 

Ye bring to mmd vile Richard's deed. 

Who bade your royal coufins bleed. 
For which the world the tyrant's mem'ry damns. 

C a To 

• Capt. M'Bride> famous for tjoinging men of war« as well as 
partridges .-^ee his letter to the Admiralty. 

t A pidare chriftened the Apotbeofis of the young gentlemen* 



aO LYRIC ODES, FOR M^DCC^LXXXII. 

To give the dev'l his due, thou doft inherit 
Some pigmy portion of the painting fpirit ; 

But what is this, compar'd to loftier things ? 
Thine is the fortune (making rivals groan) 
Of wink and nod familar from the throne. 

And fweeteft whifpers from the belt of kings. 

Nods, and winks- royal, fince the world began. 
Are immortalities for Httte man^ 

A whilper, like the breeze tfiat lifts the duff. 
And mounts o'er chimney-tops the giddy ftraw, 

Can raife a rafcal to a place of trun*, 

Whofe back has bled beneath the whips of law. 

Roll on a beggar but the royal eye. 

How the rogiie puffs amid th' enlargirtg light f 
Stretched by its blaze, the fellow's ten feet high-— 

Juft as in magic-lantern fwells the mite : 

Such is the pow'r of kings to make one ftare — 
Thus arc kings, conjurors, I do declare. 



0D£ 
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ODE III. 

Pet 111 adminiftcrcth fagc advice to very young Paintcrt. 

Jr EpPLE muft mount by flow degrees to glory — 

'Tis flairs muft lead us to the attic ftory — 
Thus thought my great old Name- fake, Peter Czar; 

Who bound himfel^ in Holland, to a trade; 

A very pretty carpenter he made ; 
And then wei>t ♦ home, and built a man of war. 

The lad who would a 'pothecary fliine. 
Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine; 

Keep the ftiop clean, and watch it like a porter ; 
Learn to boll glyfters — nay, to give them too. 
If blinking nurfes can't the bus'nefs do ; ^ 

Write well th^ labels, and wipe well the mortar. 

Before that boys can rife to mafter- tanners. 
Humble thofe boys muft be, and mind their manners ; 
Delpifing Pride, whofe wifli it is to wreck 'em; 

C 3 And 

• ToRuffia. 



22 LYRIC ODES, FOR M^DCC^LXXXII. 

And mornings, with a bucket and a ftick. 
Should never once difdain to bend and pick. 
From ftreet to ftreet, rich lumps of Album Grsecum. 

Thus (hould young limning lads themfelves de- 
mean; 

Learn how to keep their mailers* bnilhcs clean. 
And learn to fqueeze the colours from the bladders— 

Furbilh up rags ; the (hining pallet fet j 

Keep the knives bright, and eke the eafd neat^-« 
Such arts, to Faj^e's high temple are the ladders. 

Young men, fo uicfiil are the arts I mention; 
(Believe me, not an atom is invention). 
The inflant that I pen this ode, I know 

A jew-like, fhock-poU'd, fcrubby, ftiort, black man. 
More like a cobler than a gentleman — 
^V^orking on canvafs, like a dog in dough. 

By heav*ns ! with fcarce more knowledges than thefe. 

He earns a guinea ev'ry day with eafe ; 
Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, Yquires— 

Now on a nnonkey vent'reth, now a faint \ 
Talks of himjelf^ and much himfelf admires. 

And ftruts the verieft Bantam Cock of Paint. 
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But mind mc, youths, I don't conceit advilc, 
Becaufe 'tis flilfome to men's ears and eyes ; 
Whole tongues might cover you with ridicule : 
And pray, who loves the appellation. Fool? 

Yet, ifi in Ipite of all the Mufe can fay. 
You win infijl on going the wrong way. 
And wifi to be of men the laughing-flock— 
Copy our litde old black bantam cock s 

Whofe foul, moreover, of luch fort is i 

With fo much acrimony overflows. 

As makes him, wherefoe'er he goes^ 
A walking thumb-botde pf Jqua-fortis. 



C 4 oo£ 
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ODE IV. 

The Lyric Bard coin]nendet& Mr. Gainsborouch^s Piq-« 
Recommendeth LANDSCAPBtothe Artiil. 

And now, O Mufe, with fong fo big. 

Turn round to Gainsborough's Girl and Pig, 
Or Pig and Girl I rather Ihould haye faid : 

The pig in white, I muft allow. 

Is really a well-painted fow : 
I wifti to fay the fame thing of the maid, 

, As for poor St. Leger and Prince j 

Had I their places, I (hould wince. 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high: 

Juft like your felons after death. 

On Bagfhot, or on Hounflow Heath, 
That force from travellers the pitying figh* 

Yet Gainsborough has merit too. 

Would he his charming fort purfue; 
To mind his landfcape have the modeft grace : 

Yet there fomctimes are Nature's tints defpis'd : 

I wifh them more attended to, and priz'd, 
Inftead of trump'ry that ufurps their place, 

ODE 
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ODE V. 

FiTiR quairelleth vnth Fat— Provcth its fatal inconvenienciet 
t-Accoonteth for the leannefs and rags of the Musbs — 
IXfplayeth miliury fcience — Tclleth a wonderful Story of 
a Spanish Mar<^is— Talketh feniibly of a greyhound, a 
hawk, and a race-Jiorfe — Pointeth out the proper fubjedf 
for greafe. 

J: AINTERS and poets n?ver Ihould be fat — 

Sons of Apollo ! liften well to that : 
Fat is foul weather, dims the fancy's fight : 

In poverty, the wits more nimbly mufter : 

Thus ftars, when pinch'd by froft, caft keener luftrc 
On the black blanket of Old Mother Night. 

Your heavy fat, I will maintain. 

Is perfe6t birdlime of the brain ; 

And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings. 

Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings. 

Fat flattens the moft brilliant thoughts. 
Like the buflF-ftop on harpfichords, or fpinets— 

Muffling thdr pretty little tuneful throats. 
That wouki have chirp'd away like linnets. 

Not 
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Not only fat is hurtful to the Arts, 
But Love, at fat— cv'n Love Almighty flarts:— 
Love hates large, lubberly,- fat, clumly fidlows, 
Pgndng and blowing like a blackfmith's bdlow^ 

In parliament, amidft the various chat, 
What eloquence of North's is loft by fat I 
Mute in his head-piece on his bofom hung, 
How niany a fpeech hath flept upon his tongue I 

So far Apollo's right, I needs muft own. 
To keep his fons and daughters high in bone: 
The Nine too, as from hiftory we glean. 
Are, like Don Quixote's Rosin ante, leani 

Who likewife fancy all incumbrance bad. 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damfek juft efcap'd from jails. 
With backs al frejcoy and with tatter'd tails. 

How, with large rolls of fat, would aft 

A foldier, or a failor ? 
And 'tis a well-attcfted faft, 

Apollo was as nimble as a taylor. 
How could he elfe have caught that handfome flirt. 
Miss Daphne, racing through the pools and dirt? 

The 



t 
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The Marquis of Cerona, of great parts. 

Could fcarce fupport himfelf, he was fo big— 
He ftanr'd— drank vinegar by pints and quarts. 
And got down to a chriftian— from a pig. 
, Some author fays, his fkin (but feme will doubt him) 
Would fold a half-a-dozen dmes about him. 

Reader !— of lie I urge not an iota : 
His ikin would really round his body come, 
Though tight before as parchment on a drum — 

Joft like a Portugucfe Capota. — 

Tea— yes — indeed I folemnly repeat. 
Painters and bards ihould very litde eat : 
No matter, verily, how flight their fare — 
Nay, diough camelion-like they fed on air — 

Elfe dicy're like ladies much inclined to feeding — 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding; 
Or, like die hen, facetious ^fop's ftory. 
So known — I Ihall not lay the tale before ye* 

Te would not load ^th fat, a running-horfe. 
Or greyhound ye defign'd to courfe; 
Nor would ye &tten up the hawk 
Te mean to mmble birds to talk* 

Thcd^ 
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Then pray, young brufhmcn, if ye wifti to thrive. 
And keep your genius, and the art alive. 

Gobble not quantities of flefli and fifh up : 
Beings who can no harm from fat receive^ 
May feaft fecurely — then for heav'n's fake le^vc 

Grcafc to an alderman, a hog, and bifhop,— 



ODE VI. 



Pbter flattereth Mr. Mason Chambbrliv ; and that moft 
hrilliant landfcape-painter, Mr. Louthbrbourg.— Pbtir. 
admireth, praifeth, and confoleth the Englifh Claude, WiL^ 



• OK. 



JL HY portraits, Chamb^rLin, may be 

A likenefs, far as I can fee j 
But, faith ! I cannot praife a fingle feature : 

Yet, when it fo fhall pleafe the Lord, 

To make his people out of board. 
Thy pidhires will be tolerable nature. 

And LouTHERBOuRG, when Heav'n fo wills. 
To make brafs (kies, and golden hills. 
With marble bullocks in glafs paftures grazing ; 

Thy 
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Thy reputation too will rife. 
And people, gaping with furprife. 
Cry, ** Monfieur LouTHERBouRG is moft amazing!" 

But diou muft wait for that event— ^ 

Perhaps the change is never meant-- 
Till then, with me, thy pencil will not Ihitie-^ 

Till then, old red-nos'd * Wilson's art 

Will hold its empire o'er my heart. 
By Britjun left in poverty to pine. 

But, honeft Wilson, never mindj 

Immortal praifes diou flialt find. 
And for a dinner have no caufe to fear.— 

Thou ftart'ft at my prophetic rhimes ! 

Don't be impatient for thofe times ; 
Wit till thbu haft been dead a hundred year. ' 

CDB 

• This great Artlft was defired by Sir W, Chambers, hii 
Bendy to paint a pidure for a great King : the Artiil painted 
the pi^lQre for the great King; it was one of the fined he ever 
executed ; the pi£tare wns (hewn to the great King, which wai 
laughed at, and with contempt returned. The Pidure U now 
in die author's pofTeflion. — Why liave we not a life of Wilson, 
whofe eye was as perfe^ in the perception of aerial nature, as that 
of ClaudIj and whofe ideas were of a much fuperior order of 
(nidenr? 
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ODE VII. 

Piter breaketh out into learning, and talketh Latin— wA 
vifeth young artifts to do ho more than they can do-— Reco 
mendeth to 6ach the knowledge of his genius.— Pet 
talketh of iBsop's &bles and Mifter STUBiSd— -Pbtbr v< 
tureth on the ftage — Recordeth a ftory of an ador« a 
concludeth facetioufly. 



tt 



S^UI JU Macenasy ut nemo quam Jihi Jortem^*'-^ 
Was pardy written for thofc foob 
Who flight the very art that would fupport 'ctHj 
In Ipite of Grantudc's and Wifdom's rules. 

It brings to mind old iEfop's tale, fo Iwcet, 
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a ftag. 

Who us'd to curie his clumfy legs and feet. 
But of his horns did wonderfully brag: 

Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 
Who, firom the wardrobe of their fculls, 
Could, with the greateft pleafurc, piece-meal tear 
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer« 



Bu 
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But, to the ftory of the Buck, 

Like many EnglUh oneS| much out of luck. 

The iribrn was frefli, the fccnt was good^ 
And Buck by thund'ring hounds purili'd: 

His legs (b friendly bore him like the wind ; 
In fliort, he mock'd the thund'ring founds— 
In (hort, he laugh'd at all the hounds— 

And left them, with a *f— , behind. 

And now a thicket's to be fought: 

In rulb'd the ftagi as quick as thought*^ 

No iboner got among the thorns. 

But Buck's entangled by the horns : — 

Up come the dogs, at length, with dreadful note i 
In vain he ftruggles — hound on hound 
Polls the poor prisoner to the ground — 

Then enters Huntfinan John, and cuts his throat. 

Unfor- 



* This ia really too mach In Rabelais* and Dr. Swift's vulgar 
Baaner'— an arrant Ufjus lingua. The nice-nofcd reader is 
therefore defired to turn his nofe ap or awry at this naftjr 
ilhfiTe letter. 
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Unfortunately for the graphic art^ 
Painters too often their true genius thwart j 
Mad to accomplilh what can ne'er be done. 
They form for criticifm a world of fun* 

The man of hift'ry longs to deal in linicj 
Quits lafting oil, for perilhable fpitde : 

The man of miniature to hift'ry fprings. 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like brufli. 

Makes for fublimity a daring pufh. 
And Ihows, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 

'Tis faid that nought fo much the tethper rubs 
Of that ingenious artift, Mifter Stubbs^ 
As calling him a horfe-painter — how ftrangc. 
That Stubbs the tide (hould defire to change! 

Yet doth h^ curfes on th' occafion utter. 
And, fooliih, quarrel with his bread and butter: 
Yet, after landfcape, gentleiimcn and ladies. 
This very Mifter Stubbs prodigious mad isi 

So quits his horfe — on which the man might ride 
To Fame's fair temple, happy and unhurt ; 

And takes a hobby-horfc to gall his pride. 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 

Th 
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The fclf-famc folly reigns, too, on the Stage- 
Such for impoflibilities the rage ! 
The Man of Farce, to Tragedy alpires. 
And, calf-like bellowing, feels heroic fires— 

Weston for Hamlet and Othello figh'd. 
And thought it dcv'lilh hard to be deny'd.— 
The courtly Abington's untoward Star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar. 
And fink the Lady to the Waftiing-tub— 
So wWlper'd— ** Miftrefs Abington, play Scrub.'^ 
To folly full as great, fome imp may lug her. 
And bid her (link in Filcb^ and Abel Drvgger. 

An After, livmg at this time. 

That now I pen my vcrle fublimej 
Could not, to fave his foul, find out his /^r/— 

But lo ! it happened, on a lucky night. 

He on die lubjefl: got a deal of light ; 
And thus doth Fame the circumftance report. 

Afier ^exhibiting to Pit and Boxes, 
To take a dram, the Aftor ftroll'd to * Fox's— 
Where loon his friend came in, fuch fine things faying. 
Vol. I. D Offering 

• •A Tavern near the Playhoufc. 
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Offering a thoufand pretty falutations. 

With full confirming oath-ejaculations 

tJnto this Son of Thcfpis, on his playing. 

** Damn me/' quoth he, ** but thou haft wond'rous 
merit — [fpilrit: 

•* Thou play'dft to night, my friend, with matchlcfi 
** Zounds ! my dear fellow, let me go to H-11, 
" If ever part Was aftcd half fo well !" 

The Aftor blufh'd, and bow'd, and filly looked. 
To hear fuch compliments fo nicely cook'd.— 
Getting the better of his mauvai/c bonte. 
And ftaring at the other's fteady front. 

Quoth he, " What part, pray, mean ye? for, in troth, 
" I know- of none that you fhould fo commend*'.—* 
** What part! replied the other with an oath : 
" The bind-^art of a Jack-ass*, my dear friend !" 

The Player, charm'd inftead of being hurt, 
Thank'd him fof the difcovery of his fcri — 
Purfu'd his genius— fou^t no higher game. 
And by his Jack-ass won wtenvied fame. • 

ODI 

* A part in one of the Pantominesy which contains a larg^ 
portion of kicking* braying* obftinacy, and tail-wriggUpg. 
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ODE VIIL 

Pbtbk rcprchcndctk Mr. and Mrs. Cos way, and fccmctli, at 
h&, afhamed of liis attack— He trinunetli Dr. Johnson's 
jacket— and commendeth the beaaty of Praisb in a ftyle 
unknown before. 

-TIE, Cos way! fm alliam'd to fay 

Thou own'ft the tide of R, A. — 
I fear, to damn thee 'twas the Devil's fending — 4 

Some honeil calling quickly find^ 

And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind. 
Or ihirts and Ihifb be making, or be mending. 

If Madam cannoc make a (hire, 

Or mendj or from it wafh the dirt. 
Better dian paint, the Poet for thee feels~i 

Or take a ftitch up in thy flocking, 

(Whidi fiir a wife is very fhocking) 
I pity the condition of thy hcek. 

What vanity was in your Ikulls, 
To make you aft fb like two fools, 
T' expofe your daubs, tho* made with wond'rous pains • 



out? 
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Could Raphael's angry ghoft arife. 
And on the figures caft his eyes. 
He'd catch a piftol up, and blow your brains out. 

Muse, in this criticifin, I fear 

Thou really haft been too fevere : 
CoswAY paints Miniature with decent fpirit. 
And Mrs. Cosway boafts fomc merit. 

Be more like courtly Horace's thy^ page; 
And fhun of furious Juvenal the rage. 
Of whom old Scaliger afferts — " qui jugulat''-^ 
Ji eft — not murder would he boggle at. 

He was a furious fellow, to be fure. 

Like JoH N SON , whom the world could fcarce endure ; 
Who, furly, bore his tommy-hawk about. 

And glorying in a Defpot's rude dominion, 

Scalp'd, without mercy, ev'ry man's opinion 
Which from his moudi fhould dare to venture out. 

Where Johnson fat (which Candour fore bewails !) 
Men put forth words fo cautious ! — -juft like fiiails. 

So fearful, putting forth their tender horns. 
Shrinking and drawing in,- and fo afraid 
t5f ev'ry foe that rudely may invade — 

'Prickles, and netdcs, aad fliarp-wounding thorns. 

Loi 
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Lo ! our opinion is a child fo dear, 
Wc love its prattle, though a Jimfle note ; 

And, confequently, can't with patience bear 
The ruffian that would cut its litde throat. 

Sweet is the voice of Praise ! — Oh, foft as filk 1 
I wilh the world's rude veins could run with milk ! 
Praise is rich funfhine-weather — all enjoy it — 
To catch it, ev'ry one is h alive — 
Bleft as the oees, that, humming from their hive. 
So advantagcoufly employ it. 

But Censure is a cloud fo cold, that fcowls 
And Ipits — now foufes us o'er head and ears. 

Spoils our beft clothes ; and juft like poor foak'd fowls. 
Drooping, fo foolifh ev^ry man appears. 

Praise is a pretty woman's foft white hand. 

That, fmoothlng, tickles fo our fkin ; 
Censure, a currycomb we can't withftand. 

Brings blood, and puts us quite upon the grin ! 

Muse, liftcn to this ledure — go thy ways— 
And quitting Censure, facrifice to Praise. 

D 3 ODE 
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ODE IX. 

Peter exUbiteth greait Biblical knowledge— Ixmnortalifeth hit 
Grace ofQuEENSBBR r y— Condemneth Imiutors, and maketh 
comparifons, of Pointers and Pointers^ a La!s and a parcel 
of Enfigas* 

L^IR Joshua, (for I've read my Bible over) 
Of whofe great brulh I own myfelf a lover. 
Puts me in mind of Mathew, the firft chapter— 
A genealogy I read with rapture--- 
Abrim got Ifaac^ — ^Ifaac, Jacob got— ^ 
Jofcph to get, was lucky Jacob's lot. 
And all Joe's brothers. 
Who very nat'rally got others. 

A genealogy fo fall of blood. 

And eke fo full of piety — fo good— 
Pleafing to me, as unto Queensb'rry's Grace 

The genealogy of horfes. 

So famous on the famous courfes. 
That bring to mind the fem'd Olympic race. 



Sir 
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Sir Joshua's happy pencil hadi produc'd 
A hoft of Copyifts, much of the fame feature; 

By which the Art hath greatly been abus'd : 
I own Sir Joshua great i but Nature gnalir. 

But what) alas ! is ten times worfe) 
The progrefs of the Art to curfe : 
The Copyifts have been copied top ; 
And tha^ I'm fure, will never do* 

Such Painters are like pointers feeking game- 
Intent on pleafure, and dog-feme. 
Suppofe a half-a-dozen dogs^ or more^ 
Snuffing) and fcamp'ring, crofling the field o'er: 

Lo! one dog fcents the partridge — points — 
Fix'd like a ftatuc on the fragrant gale ! 
How aft the odiers? Stop their fcamp'ring joints ; 
And) lo ! one's no/e pokes forth on t'other's tail. 

Perhaps this dog-comparifon of mine. 
Though vafUy natural and vaftly fine. 
May not be fully underftood 
By all the youngling painter brood ; 
Therefore, that into error they mayn't roam, 
SuRpofe we keep a little more at borne. 

D 4 Suppofe 
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Suppofe a Damfel of the Cyprian clafi, 
A frefli-importcd, lovely, blooming lafe. 

Gay, tripping, fmiling, ogling, in the Park-— 
Suppofe thofe charms, fo pleafing to the eye. 
Catch the wild glance, and ftart the am'rous figh. 

Of fome young roving Military Spark ! 

Lo ! as if touched by bailiffs, or by thunder. 
Sudden he ftops — all-over ftaring wonder — 
A thoufand fancies, Ws warm brain furround j 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground. 
He points towards thofe fafcinating charms 
That rpus'd the hoft of Paflions up in arms, 

A brother Enfign fpies the ftock-ftill lad. 

And fudden halts — grave pond'ring what it means— » 

Another Enfign, taking ibis for mad. 

Upon his fupple-jack, decp-mary'ling, leans : . 

Another Enfign after him, too, fauntcring. 
Stops fhort, and to his eye applies his glafs— 

To know what ftay'd his brother Enfign's cantering, 

Not dreaming of that eye-catcher, .the L.ass. 

• 

Thus 
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Thus nofing one the other's back^ 
Stands in a goodly row the King's red pack : 
Except thcjlrft, whom Nature's charms inflame— " 
I£s noie i^ properly towards the gaine. 

E'en fo, the Presiobnt, to Nature true, 
Dotb mark her form, and all her haunts purfucj 
Whilft half the filly Brufhmen of die land. 
Contented take the Nymph zt Jecond-band i 
Imps, who juft boaft the merit of TranJlatinrS'^ 
Horace's Jervwn fecus-^Imitators. 



ODE X. 

Pit III is witty on Meffieurs Sbrres and Zoffani^ and praifeth 
and coiideinnetb Mr. Barrbt. 

5eRRES and Zoffani ! I ween, 
I better works than yours have fecn. — 

You'll fay, no compliment can well be colder — 
Why, as you fcarcc are in your prime. 
And wait the ftrength'ning hand of Time, 

I hope that you'll improve as you grow older*. 

Believe 

* The firft is about 70 years of age^ and the lail 63 or 64. 



} 
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Believe me, Barrbt, thou hafl: truth and tafie; 
Yet fometimes art thou apt to be uncbs/tei 
Too oft thy pendl, or thy genius, flags — 
Too oft thy landfcapcs, bonfires fcem to be ; 
And in thy buftling clouds, methinks I fee 
The refurreftion of old rags. 

Ah! Catton, our poor feelings (pare ! 

Supprcfs tliy trafti another year; 
Nor of thy folly make us fay a hard thing— 

And lo ! thofe daubs amongft the many. 

Painted by Mifter Edward Penny ! 
They truly are not worth one half a ferthing. 



ODE XL 



Pbtbh caniionadeth Fashion — Advifeth people to afe their 
own eyes and noTes ; and ordereth what is to be done with 
a hmd nofe. 

v/NE year the PowVs of Fafhion rule 
In favour of the Roman School- 
Then hey, for drawing ! Raphael and Pouflin : 

Thft 



f 
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The fidlowing year, the Flcmifli brufti fhall ftrike — 
Then hpy* for coburing— Rubens and Vandyke i 
\nd, lo ! the Roman is not wordi a pin. 

Be not impQs'd upon by Fashion's roar — 
Fashion too often makes an idle noife \ 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
The pooreft, trafh^ the miferableft toys. 

And as a gang of thieves a buftle make. 
With greater eafe your purfe tp take. 

So Fashion frequently, her point to gain. 
Sets up a howl enough to ftun a (tone. 

And fairly picks the pocket of your brain. 
That is, if any brain you chance to own* 



Cany your eyes with you, whcre-e'er you go— 
For not to trull to them, b to abufe 'em : 

As Nature gave them t'yc, you ought to know 
The wife old Lady meant that you fhould uje *em % 

Apd yet, what thoufands, to our vaft furprife. 

Of piftures judge by other people's eyes ! 

'^ Nature made a prefent of a nofc 
To each man's fiice> we juftly may fuppofc 

She 



; 



^ 
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She meant, that for itfclf the nofe fhould think,' i 
And judge in matters of perfume and ftink I si 

Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hack ! " \ j 

To bear horn fpedlacles upon its back — I 

'* Suppofe it cannot fmell, what then !*' you'll fay— \j 
" Fling it away/' 



ODE xir. 



TheLmic Bard waxetb witty on Mr. Petbrs's Angel and = 
Child, and alfo Madam Angelica Kavffman, talking ttn« ' 
blufhingly of a wedding night ! 

JLJeAR t^ETERs! who, like Luke the Saint, 

A man of gofpel art, and paint. 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fliry : 

If Heav'n's fair angels are like thine. 

Our bucks, I think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t'other world the nymphs of Drury. 

The infant foul I do not much admire : 
It boafteth fomewhat more of flefh than fire**-* 
The pifture, Pjeters, cannot much adorn ye— 

YncM 



i 
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rm ^ad though, that the red-fac*d little finncr, 
t^oor foul ! hath made a hearty dinner 
Before it verttur'd on fo long a journey* 

Angelica my plaudit gains— 

Her art fo fwcetly canvafs ftains ! 
Her dames, fo Grecian, give me fuch delight ! 

Buti were fhe married to fuch gende males 

As figure in her painted tales, 
I fear fhe*d find a ftupid wedding-night. 



ODE XIIL 



PiTiR laflieth tic Ladies.— lie tnrncth Story-teller*— Peter 
gricveth. 

-Although the ladies with fuch beauty blaze. 
They very frcquentiy my paffion raife. 

Their chantis compcnfatc, fcarte, their want of tafte. 
Fading amidft the Exhibition crowd, 
I heard fome damfds fajhionably loud ; 

And thus I give the dialogue that pafs'd* 

" Oh ! the dear man ! (cried one) look ! here's a bonnet \ 
" He fhall pjunt wf— I am determin'd on it— 

'*LokH 



ifi LTRIC ODES^ FOR M^DCC^LXXXII* 

** Lord ! coufin, fee ! how beautiful the gown ! 
" What charming colours! here's fine lace, here's gauzel' 

" What pretty fprigs the fellow draws ! 
" Lord, coufm! he's the clevereft man in town!" 

*^ Ay, coufm," cried a fecond, ** very true — 

** And here, here's charming green, and red, and blue— 

" There's a complexion beats the rouge of Warren! 

" See thofe red lips, oh la ! they feem fo nice ! 

" What rofy cheeks then, coulin, to entice !— 
** Compar'd to this, all other heads are carrion.— 

^* Coufin, this limner quickly will be feen 

" Painting the Princess Royal, and the Queen : 

** Pray, don't you think as I do, cq% ? 

" But we'll be painted firjiy that's /^z/' 

Such was the very pretty converfation 

That pafs'd between the pretty Miflb, 
Whilft unobfiav'd, the glory of our nation, 

Clofe by them hung Sir Joshua's matchleis pieces- 
Works ! that a Titian's hand could form ak>ne-^ 
Works ! that Corregio had been proud to own. 

Sorrowing> O Readers, let me lay before ye. 
What lately. haH)cn'd— therefore a true ftory. 

A STORI 
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A S T O R Y. 

Walking one afternoon along the Strand, 
My wond'rii^ eyes did fuddenly expand 

Upon a pretty leafli of Cornifh laffes. — 
*• Heav'ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how d'ye do ? 

** Upon tny foul I'm monftrous glad to fee ye/* 
^ Swinge ! Peter, we are glad to meet with you j 
" We*rc juft to London come — ^>^'ell, pray how be ye ? 

** We're juft a going, whi'e 'tis light, 
" To fee St. Paul's before 'tis dark, — 

^ Lord ! come, for onc^, be fo polite, 
" And condefcend to be our Ipark." 

*' With all my heart, my cherubs/' — On we walk'dj 
And much of London — much of Cornwall talk'd: 

Now did I hug myfelf to diink 
How much that gbrious ftrufture would furprife— 

How from its awful grandeur they would Ihriqk 
Widi open mouths, and marv'ling eyes ! 



As near to Ludgate-hiU we drew, 
St. Paul's juft opening on our vicwi 



Behold, 
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Behold, my lovely ftrangers, one and all. 

Gave a moft diabolic fquall. 

As if they had been tumbled on the ftones, 

And fome confotinded cart had crufh'd their bones. 

After well frightening people with their cries. 
And flicking to a ribbon-fhop their eyes. 
They all rufh'd in, and fwift to patterns ran. 
And imitating Babd, thus began :— 

" Swinge ! here are colours then, to pleafe ! 

" Delightfixl things, I vow to Heav'n ! 
** Why ! not to fee fuch things as thefe, 

" We never fhould have been fbrgi^'n. — 

" Here, here, are clever things — ^good Lord ! 

" And, fifter, here, upon my word— 
** Here, here ! — ^look ! here are beauties to delight : 

** Why ! how a body's heels might dance 

" Along from Launcefton to Penzance, 
•* Before that one might meet with fuch a fight !" 

*' Gome, ladies, 'twill be dark," faid I—'* I fear: 
«^ Pray let us view St. Paul's, 'tis now fo near."— 

*^Lord! 
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" Lord! Piter, (cried the girls) don't mind St, 

Paul !— 
•* Sure ! you're a moft incurious foul — 
•* Why— we can fee the church another day : 
•* Don't be afraid — St. Paul's can't run away.^ 

Reader, 
If e'er thy bofom felt a thought fublime. 
Drop tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme ! 



ODE XIV. 



Petbr difcbuflieth flattery— Dercribeth the Grand Mo- 
MARquB^and promifeth critical candour. 

A IS very true, that flattery's not my fort — 
I cannot to ftupidity pay court-^ 
And iwear a face looks fenfe (the pi6hire puffing) 
That boafts no more expreffion than a muffin) 

And yet, a Frenchman can do this, 

And think he doth not ad amifi ; 

Vol I. ' E Aldipugh 



^ .l¥Rf€ OPES) FOR M^DCC^LXXXIJ. 

Although he t^lls a moft confounded lie— 
King Lewis leads me into this remark, 

Call'd by his people all, le Grand MonarquE'— 
A demi-god in every Frenchman's eye. 

His portrait by fome famous hand was done. 

And then exhibited at the Salon : 
At once a courtly critic criticifes — 

** Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace, 

** The fenfe profound that marks the Royal face— 
*' The Soul of Lewis, that fo very wife is ? 

Yet when he bawl'd for fenfe, he bawl'd, I wot. 
For furniture the head had never got. 
Reader, believe me, that this gendeman 
Was formed on Nature's very homety plan*— 

Clumfy in legs and fhoulders, head and gullet. 

His mouth abroad in feeming >fsrqnder ioft; 

As if its meaning had given up the gho^ : 
His eye &i duller than a leaden bullet; 

Nature fo flighting the poor Royal nah, 

As if fhe bargained for it by the job. 

There* 
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Therefore, Ibould mighty G , or great Lord 

Both gentlefolks of high condition^ [North^ 

Tlunk it worth while to fend their feces forth. 
To ftare amidft the Royal Exhibition-*— 

If Ukenefles, I'll not condemn the pi£hire^ 
To compliment thofe mighty people's polls: 

I fcom to pafs unfair and cruel ftri^turesj, 
By afking for the graces^ or their fouls. 



ODE XV. 



P£TRR pitifully praifeth Mr. Stubbs, and adminiftereth whole- 
fome advice — Surprifeth Mr. Hokb with a complimeot— 
Concladeth with fufpeding the ingratitude of the Royal 
Academicians. 

W ELL-pleas'd thy horfes, Stubbs, I view. 
And eke thy dogs^ to homely nature true : 

Let modem artifts match thee, if they can- 
Such animals thy genius fuit : 
Then ftick, I b^ thee, to the brute. 

And meddle not with woman, nor with man. 

£ 2 And 
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And now for Mifter Nathan Hone — 

In portrait thou 'rt as much alone. 
As in his landfcapc ftands th' unrival'd Claude ! 

Of pidhires I have feen enou^, 

Moft vile, moft execrable ftufF; 
But none fo bad as thine, I vow to God# 

Thus in the caufe of painting, loyal, 

Sublime Tve fung to artifls r6)^al— 
With labour-pains the Mufe hath fofe been torn \ 

And yet each academic face, 

I fear me, hnth not got the grace 
To fmilc upon the bantling, now 'us born» 



00£ 
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O D E L 

Teter vaanteth exceedingly — difplayeth great learning, and 
piteottdy complaineth of the r« angufta domi — H& ptaifeth the 
kind Reviewers — Defcribeth himfelf moft pathetically— Con- 
foleth himrelf— Diiliketh the road to the Temple of Fame by 
means of (koodng, peifon, or hanging— Addrefleth giteat 
folk — Giveth the King a broad hint — Afketh a iimple que^ 
lion — ^Maketh as iimple an apoftrophe to Gbnius. 

OONS of the Brulh, Vm here again! 

Ac times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 
Calling poetic pearl (I fear) to fwine ! 

For hang me if my laft year's Odes 

Paid rent for lodgings ♦ near the gods. 
Or put one i^rat intq this mouth divine. 

For odes, my Cousin had rump-fteaks to eat! 

So fays Paufanias— loads of dainty meat ! 
And this the towns of Qreece, to give, thought fit: 

The beft hiftorians, one and all, declare 

With the moft folemn air. 
The poet might have guttled till he fplit. 

E 4 How 

• The attic ftory, or, according to the vulgar phrafe, garret. 
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How different far, alas ! my worihip's fete ! 

To footh the horrors of an empty plate. 
The grave poffcffors * of the critic throne 

Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat— 

Of flattery, mind me, not of meat j 
For they, poor fouls, like me, are Ikin ai^d hone. 

No, no ! with all my lyric pow'rs, 
Vm not like Miftrefs Cofway*s Ikurs^ f 

Red as cock-turkeys, plump as bam-door chicken : 
Merit and I are miferably off— 
We both have got a moft confumptive cough ; 

Hunger hath long pur harmlels bones been picking. 

Merit and J, fb innocent, fb good. 
Are like the little children in the wood; 

And ibon, like theip, fhall lay us down and die !. 
May fome good chriftian bard, in pity flrong. 
Turn redbrcaft kind, an4 with the fweeteft fong 

Bewail our haplefe fate with wat'17 eye ! 

Poor 

• Sec the Reviews for laft year. 

f A fiiblime pi^re this ! the ejcpreffion is tmly Homerical.— 
The fiur artift hath, in the moft fnrprifing manner, communi- 
cated to canvaft the old bard's idea of the brandj-foitd Hturs.^^-^ 
See the Iliad. . 
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Poor Chattertom was ftarv'd — ^with all his art! 

Some confblation this to my lean heart: 
like him^ in holes too, fpider-likej I mope; 

And there my Rcv'rencc may remain, alasl 

The world will not difcover it, the afs ! 
Until I fcrape acquaintance with a rope. 

Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees ; 

Then each ray powers with adoration fees — 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder : 

When, like an Otho, I am found ; 

Like Jacob's fons, they'll look one t'other round. 
And cry, ** Who would have thought this a young 
Pindar?'' 

Hanging's a difinal road to fame — 

Piftols and poifon juft the fame — 
And what is worie, one can't come back again : 

Soon as the beauteous gem we find. 

We can't difplay it to mankind. 
Though won with fuch wry mouths and wriggling p^n. 

Ye Lords and Dukes fo clever, fay, 
(For ye have much to give away, 
hod much your gende patronage I lack) 

Speakj 
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Speak, is it not a crying fin. 
That Folly's guts are to his chin, 
Whilft mine are flunk a mile into my back ! 

Oft as his facred M^efty I fee. 

Ah ! George, (I figh) thou haft good things with dice. 
Would make me fporrive as a youthful cat ! 
. It is not that my foul fo loyal 

Would wifti to wed the Princefs Royal, 
Or be Archbifliop— no ! Tm not for thzt. 

Nor really have I got the grace 
To wilh for Laureat Whitehead's place ; 
Whofe odes Cibberian — fweet, yet very manly. 
Are fet with equal ftrength by Mifter Stanley. 

Would not one fwear that Heav'n lov'd fools. 
There's fuch a number of them made ; 

Bum-proof to all the flogging of the fchools. 
No ray of knowledge could their flcuUs pervade? 

Yet, gauge the pockets of thofe fellows' breeches. 

We flare like congers at their riches. 



o^ 



O Genius ! what a wretch art thou. 
Who canft not keep a mare or cow. 

With 



With all thy €Oii!ipliment of wk lb fntkf ! 
Whilft FoLLV^t as t fniH^horfe Uirnd^ 
Befide his compter, gold can find. 

And Sundays fpoit « ftrtm^t and a whcOky I 



I 



ODE II. 



Feter tnrneth critic — Maketh handfome promifes to Mr. West, 
tad, like great folk, breaketh his word— Laugheth at the figure 
of King Charles — LaOieth that of Oliver Cromwell; 
a&d ridiculeth the pair of ApoHIes Peter and John, gal- 
loping to the Sepalcbre— Underftandeth plain-work, uxi^ 
jaffly condenmeth the (hortnefs of the (hirts of Mr. Wi^it's 
Angels— 'Condudeth with making that artift a handfome 
offer of an American immortality. 

JN O W for my criticifm on paints. 

Where buU-dogs, heroes, finners, faints. 
Flames, thunder, lightning, in confufion meet !— 

Behold the works of Mifter West ! — 

That artift firft (hall be addreft— 
His pencil with due reverence, lo ! I greet. 

Still bleeding from his laft year's wound, 
Wlucfa from my doughty lance he found; 

Methinlcs 
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Methihks 1 hear the trembling painter bawl^ 
" Why doft thou perfecutc me, Saul ?'* 

West, let me whifper in thy ear — 
Snug as a thief within a mill. 

From me thou haft no caufc to fear : . 
To panegyric will I turn my fkill -, 
And if thypiffure I am forc'd to blame, 

rU fay moft handfome things about the frame. 

Don't be caft down — inftead of gall, 

Molafles from my pen Ihall fall : 
And yet, I fear thy gullet it is fuch. 

That, could I pour all Niagara down. 

Were Niagara praife, thou wouldft not frown. 
Nor think the thund'ring gulph one drop too muchf 

Ye gods ! the portrait of the * King ! 

A very Saracen ! a glbrious thing ! 
It fhows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye— 

Methinks I fee the people ftarc, 

And, anxious for his life, declare, 
^ King George hath got a fire-fhip in his belly." 

Thy 

• Such ft defpicable perfbrmance ai would difgrace ft fign* ' 
|M>ft ; the drawings colourings compofition, fo very, vctj ^ 
kad. The ixfrf/Jhn has the only meriu 
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Thy Charles ! what muft I lay to that I 

Each hct immeaning, and fo flat ! — ^ 
odced firit coufin to a piece of board : 

But, Mufe> weVe promised in our lays, 

To give our Tankey painter praife ; 
Sof Madam, 'tis but fair to keep our word» 

WcU then,, the Charles of Miftcr Weft, 

And Oliver, I do proteft^ 
And eke the witneffes* of refurreftion, 

Will ftop a hole, keep out the wind. 

And make as good a window-blind. 
As great Corregg^'sfi plac'd for horfe proteftion. 

They'll make good floor-cloths, taylors* meafures; 
For table coverings, be treafures ; 
With butchers, form for flies moft charmbg flappers ^ 
And Monday mornings at the tub, 

I When queens of fuds their linen fcrub, 
Ibk^for the blue-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers. 

West, 

* Peter and Johxi. 

t Correggio's beft pidares were aftoally made ufo of in the 
)Ofd ftables in the North, to koep the wind from the uils of 
Rhodes. 
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West, I foi^ot laft year to fay. 
Thy Angek did my delicacy hurt; 

Their Imen fo much coarfeoefe did diipky : 
What's worfc, each had not above half a fliirt. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of fpiders^ 
Ought to have deck'd that brace of h^averily rider 

Could not their laddlc-bags, pray, jump 
To fomewhat longer for each nnpip I 
rd buy much better at a Wapping fhopj 
By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a flop ! 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time. 
And thou (halt cut a figure in my rhyme : 
Sublimely towering 'midft th' Atlantic roar, 
I'll waft thy praifes to thy native ♦ fhore ; 
Where Liberty's brave fons their pagans fing^^ 
And cv'n the convift feels himfelf a King. 



• America* 
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O t) E III. 

The Poet addreffiath Mr. Gainibolovcb— Exiiibiteth great 
Scripture emdition — Condemneth Mr. Gainsborough's 
plagiarifin — Giveth the Artifl wholefome advice. • 

iNOW, Gainsborough, let me view thy fliining 
labours. 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other brulhmcn look'ft contemptuous down, 

lAc our great admirals on a gang of fwabbers. 

My eyes broad-ftaikig wonder leads 

To yon dear «eft * of royal heads ! 
How each the foul of my attention puHs ! 

Suppofe, my friend, thou giv'ft the framr 

A pretty litde Bible name, 
f And call^fl: it Golgotha, the Place of Skulls f 

Say, didft thou reaUy paint 'era ? (To be free) : 
An angel finifti'd Luke's tranfcendcnt line- 
Perchance that civil angel was with thee— 
For let me perilh, if I think them thine. 

Thy 

* A frame full of heads^ in moft bumhk imitation of the 
Royal Family. ^ 
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Thy dogs * are good ! — but yet, to make thee ftarc. 
The piece hath gain*d a number of deriders s 

They tell thee. Genius in it had no (hare. 
But that thou foully ftol'd the curs from Snyd£Rs« 

I do not blanle thy borrowing a hint j 

For, to be plain, there's nothing in't— * 
The man who fcorns to do it, is a log t 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a nofe. 

Were modefty, one might fuppofc; 
But, Z-— ds ! thou muft not fmuggle the whole dog. 

O Gautsboroitch, Nature 'plainedi lore. 
That thou haft kick'd her out of door. 
Who in her bounteous ^fb hath been fb free. 
To cuU fuch genius out for thee ! 
Lo ! all thy efforts without her arc rain ! 
Go find her, kifs her, and be friends agam« 

Speak, Mufe, who formed that matchlefs head. 
The Comiih Boy,t tn tin-mines bred; 

Whofe 

• A fidttre of boys fetting dogs to fight. 
t Opib. 
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Whofe narivc genius, like his diamonds, fhonc 
In iSxret, till chance gave him to the fun ? 
'Tis Jacklson's portrait — put the laurel on it> 
Whilft to that tuneful fwan I pour a fonnet. 



SONNET, 
To JACKSON, OF EXETER. 

Enchanting harmoniftl the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the foul-diflblving air. 

That feems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine. 
Soothing the wounded bofom of Despair ! 

fay, what minftrel of the iky hath given 
To fwell the dirge, fo mulically lorn ? 

Declare, hath dove- ey'd Pity left her heaven. 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn ? 

So (ad, thy founds of hopelefs hearts complain. 
Love, from his Cyprian ifle, prepares to fly ; 

He haftes to liften to thy tender drain. 
And learn from thee to breathe a fwceter figh. 

YOL. I. F ODK 
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ODE V. 

The great Peter, by a bold Pindaric jump, leapeth ffoi# 
Sonnet to Gall-catching^ 

JKeADER, doll know the rtiodc of catching Gulls? 

If not, I will inform thee — Take a board. 
And place a fifh upon it for the fools, 

A Iprat, OP any filh by Gulls ador'd : 

Thofe birds, who love a lofty flight,^ 
And fometimes bid the fun good ni^t ; 

Spying the glittering bait that floats below; 
Sans ceremonie, down they rufh, 
(For Gulls have got no manners) on they ptllh i 

And what's the pretty confequence, I trow ? 
They flrike their gende jobbernowls of lead 
Plump on the board — then lie like boobies dead*' ^ 

Reader, thou need'ft not beat thy brains about, •«, 

To make fo plain an application out :— ^ 

There's many a painting puppy, take my word,* 
Who knocks his filly head againlt a board — 
That might have help'd the State— made a good jaHoff 
A nightman, or a tolerable taylor* ^ 
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O D E VI. 

PiTBK. difcoTereth more ftriptural eradttion— Groweth far* 
caftic on the JBxhibition — Givcth a wonderful account of 

^Su Diifiii9-*-Bliiflietl& for the honour of his cpnntry-« 
Talketk fenfibly of theQyc p^ CnARTas^and the French 

Kl!9C. 

** r IND mc m Sodom out,'* (exclaim'd the LorcJ) 
" Ten gentlemen, the place ftian't be untown'd—' 

** That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board :" — 
The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found ! 

But thi^ wa« rather hard, fmce Heav'n well knew 
That every fellow in it was a Jew. 

Thb houfe is nearly in the fame condition- 
Scarce are good things amid thofe wide abodes.— 

Fmd me ten pifturcs in this Exhibition, 
That ought not t^ be d — n'd, I'll bum my Odes ! 

And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 

Juft a$ it was for poor Lord Mansfield's papers.* 

F 2 St. 

• To the irfep^raUo lots of the public^ and that great lav 
czponnder, burnt ! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious con- 
iUgradon.— The Yiews-papers howled for months over their aihet, 
• wQ tr jam /aits i/t% 
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St, Dennis, when his head was taken ofF, 

Hugg'd it, and kils'd it — carried it a mile :— • 

This was a pleafant miracle enough. 
That maketh many an unbeliever finile. 

" 'Sblood! 'tis a lie!" ye roar. — Pray do not fwcar^ 
Ye may believe the wond'rous tale indeed ! 

Speak, hav'n't you faid that many a pifture here 
Was really done by folks without a head ? 

And hav'n't you fworn this inftant, with furprife. 

That he who did fbat things had neidier hands nor eyes ? 

How is it that fuch miferable fluff 

The ^alls of this fhipendous building flains ? 

The Council's ears with pleafure I could cuffi " 
Mind me — I don't fay, batter out their brains. 

What will Duke Chartres fay when he goes home. 

And tells Kin^^ Lewis all about the room ? 



"o 



Why, viewing fuch a fet of red-hot heisidsy 
Our Exhibition he will liken Hell to ; 

Then to the Monarch, who both writes and fcads. 
Give hand-bills of tlie wond'rous Katterfelto 5 

Swearing th' Academy was all fo flat, ' 

He'd rather fee the wizard and his cat^. 



[ 69 ] 



ODE vir. 

Petek. elegantly and happily depideth his great Coufin of 
Thebes — ^Talkcth of Fame — ^Horfewhippeth the painters for 
taming their own tnxmpeters, 

A DESULTORY way of writing, 

A hop and ftcp and jump mode of inditing. 

My great and wife relation, Pindar, boafted : 
Or> (for I love the bard to flatter) 
By jerks, like boar-pigs making water. 

Whatever firft came in his fconce. 
Bounce, out it flew, like botded ale, at once, 

A cock, a bull, a whale, a foldier roafled. 

What fharks we mortals are for feme 1 

How poacher-like we hunt the game ! 
No matter, for it, how we play the fool — 

And yet, 'tis pleafing our own laud to hear. 

And really very natural to prefer 
One grain of praife to pounds of ridicule, 

F 3 Ive 



/ 
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I've loft all patience with the trade— 

I mean the painters — ^who can't ftay 
To fee their works by cridcifm difplay'd. 

And hear what others have to fay; 
But calling Fame a vile old lazy ftrumpct, 
Sound their own praife from their own penny ^ trumpet, 

Amidft the hurly-burly of my brain. 
Where the mad Lyric Mufe> with pain, 
Hanunerii^ hard vcrfe her Ikill ^mpbys^ 
And beats a tinman's fhop in noife; 

Catching wild tropes and fimiles, 
That hop about like fwarms of fleas— 
We've Iqfi Sir Joshua— Ah ! that chanmng t\f^ 
I'm gricv'd to lay, hath this year loft bimjelf. 

Oh! Richard, thy St. George^ fo brave, 

Wifdom and Prudence could not fave 
From being foully murder'd, my good friend : 

Some weep to fee the woeful figure; 

Whilft others laugh, and many fnigger. 
As if their nurth would never have an end» 

Prithee 

• At the beginning of the Exhibition, the public papers 
fwanned with thofe felf-adulators. 

t See Mr. Cofway's pidurc of Prudence^ Wifdom, and Vt5" 
lour, arming St. George. 
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Prithee accept th' advice 1 give with forrow : 
Of poor St. George the ufelefs armour borrow. 

To guard thy own poor corpfe— don't be a mule — 
Take it — e'en now thou'rt like a hedgehog, quilVi^ 
(Richard, I hope in God thou art not kiWd) 

3y the dire fhafa of merc'kis ridicule. 

Pitjr it is ! 'ris true 'tis pity 1 
As Shakefpeare lamentably fays. 

That thou, in this obferving city. 
Thus run'ft a wh-r-ng after Praise: 
Wxxixftrong defires I really think thee fraught; 
But, Dick, the nymph, fo coy, will not be caught. 

Yet, for thy confolation, mindi 

In this thy wounded pride may refuge find — 

Think of the Sage who wanted a fine piece j 
Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaft. 
On Lais, a fwcet JUle de joie, to feaft — 

The Miftrcfi Robinson of Greece^ 

Prithee give up, and favc thy paints and oil. 
And don't whole acres of good canvas fpoil : 
Thou'lt fajr, " Lord ! many hundreds do like me:^ * 
Lord ! fo have fellows robbed — nay, fiirther. 
Hundreds of villains have committed murtberi 
Jlut, Richard, are thefe precedents for thee ? 

F 4 0D9 
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ODE VIII. 

Peter groweth ironically facetioas. 

Nature's a coarfe, vile, daubing jade— 

I've faid it often, and repeat it — 
She doth not underftand her trade — ' , 

Artifts, ne'er mind ber work, I hope you'll ieat if. 

Look now, for heav'n's fake, at her (kies ! 

What are they ? — Smoke, for certainty, I know j 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they rife. 

Made by fome fweating cooks below^ 

Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes — 
From hogs, and ducks, and geefe, and hprfes' bums- 
Then tell me, Decency, I muft requeft. 
Who'd copy fuch a dev'lifli nafty ieafi? 

Paint by the yard — ^your canvas fpread. 
Broad as the main-fail of a man of war— 

Your whale fhall eat up ev'ry other head, 
Ev'n as the fun licks up each fneaking ftar ! 

I do 
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I do aflurc you, bulk is no bad trick— * 

By bulky things both men and maids arc taken — 

Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, ^ 

And make your pidhire look as red as bacon. 

All folks love ^ze j believe my rhyme -, 

Burke fays, 'tis part of the Jublime. *% 

A Dutchman, I forget his name — Van Grout, 
Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swab— "** 

No matter, though I cannot make it out — 4 

At callino; names I never was a dab : 



' o 



' 



This Dutchman then;^ a man of tafte. 

Holding a chcefe that weigh'd a hundred pound. 
Thus, like a burgomaftcr, fpoke with judgment vaji^^ 

" No poet like my broder ftep de ground : 

^' He be de beftcft poet, look ! 

" Dat all de vorld muft pleafe ; 
" Vor he heb vrite von book, 

** So big as all dis cbeefe !'* 



f" If at a diftance you would paint a pig. 
Make out each fingle brittle on his back : 
Or if your meaner fubjeft be a wig. 
Let not the caxon a diftinftnefs lack j 

Elfli 



^^ 
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.J 

Elfc, all the lady critics'will fo ftarc. 

And, angry vow, " *Tis not a bit like hair!'* 

Be finooth as glafs — ^like Denner, fimfli high^ 

Then every tongue commends : — 
For people judge not only by the eye. 

But fiel your merit by their finger ends ; 
Nay ! clofely nofing, o*er the pifturc dwell^ 
As if to try the goodnejs by the /mell. 

Claude*s dlftances are too confus'd— 

One floatmg fcene — nothing made out^- 
. For which he ought to be abused, 

Whofe works have been fo cry'd about. 

Give me the pencil, whofe amazing flylc 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile ; 

And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 
With ev'ry feather of his tail and wing. 

Make all your trees alike; for Nature's wild- 
Fond of variety, a wayward child,-^ 
To blame your tafte fbme blockheads may prefunjc 
But mind, that ev'ry one be like a broom. 
Of fteel and pureft filver form your waters. 
And nuke your clouds like rocks and alligators. 

Whri 
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Whene'er you paint the moon^ if you are willing -^ 

To gain applaufe — why paint her like a ftiilling ? ■ 

Or Sol's bright orb-^be fure to make him glow ^ 

Prccifcly Jike a guinea, or a Jo*. | 
In fliort, to get your pictures prais'd and fold, 

Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold^ ^ * 

1 fee, at excdknce, you'll come at Jajt-^ 

Your clouds are made of very brilliant ftufFj ^ 

The blues on China mugs are now furpafe'd. 

Your fun-fets yield not to brick walls, nor buffi 

In ftumps of trees your art fo finely thrives. 

They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 

Go on, my lads — Cleave Nature's difmal hue. 

And flie, ere long, will come and copy j^^«. 



CDS 



• A Portugal coin, vulgarlj called a Johannes. 
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t* ^. ODE IX. 



« 



The fublimc Peter concladeth in a fwcat. 

JL HUS have I finifli'd, for this time, 
' My Odes, a little wild and rambling -?- 
May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme ! 

I long to fee them fcrambling — 
Then very foon I'll give 'em more (God willing) 5 
But this is full fufficient for ^Jhilling^. 

For fuch a trifle, fucb a heap ! 

Indeed I fell my goods too cheapo 

Finifh'd ! a difappointed artift cries. 
With open mouth and (training eyes ; 

Gaping for praife, like a young crow for meat— ^ 
" Lord ! why you have not mentioned me !" 
Mention thee ! 

Thy impudence hath put me in a fweat— 
What rage for fame attends both great and fmall ! 
Better be d — n'd, than not be nam'd at all ! 

LYRIC 

• Now cightecn-pcncc, with additions. 
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LYRIC ODES. 
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O D E I. . 

Tie dime FsTiR givetli an account of a conference he held *' 
IiH year ^th Satire^ who advifeth him to attack fome of 
the R. A.'s, to tear Mr. West's works to pieces, abafe^ * 
Mr. Gaxnsborovch, hU foul of Mrs. Cosway's Sampfoni"^ 
tod give a gentle ftroke on the back of Mr. RiOAUi>.«- ^ 
The Poet's gentle anfwer to Satieb — The 04e of Remon- S^ 
ftnnce that Pbtsr received on account of his Lyrics—- 
Satire's reply — Peter's refolution. ] -. 

^' JN OT, not this year the lyric Peter fings— * ' "^ % 

" The great R. A/s have wilh'd my fong to ccafe i ^ 

* I will not pluck a feather from your wings — * « 

" So, Sons of Canvas ! take your naps in pcace^*' 



^r 



Swch was my laft year's gracious fpeech. 
Sweet as the Kmgs to Commons and to Pcers^ 

Abrays with fenfe and tropes as plum-cake rich -, 
A lufcious banquet for his people's ears ! 

* Not write V cry'd Satire, red as fire with rage— ^ 
•* This inftant glorious war with Dylnefs wage j 

•* Take, 






t 

4 
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** Take, take my fupple-jack, 

'* Play St. Bartholomew with many a back ! 

*' Flay half th' Academic imps alive ! 

*' Smoke, fmoke the drones of that ftupendous hive* 

'^ Begin with George's idol, West; ^ 

** And then proceed in order with the reft : 
*^ This moment knock me down his Matter Mofes% 
*^ On Sinai's Mountain, where his nofe is 

*' Cock'd up fo pertly plump againft the Lord, 
'" ** Upon my word, 

" Widi all that eafe to Him who rules above, 

^^ As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.'' 

*^ Indeed,'* quoth I, " the piece hath points of merit, 
^ *^ Though not poflefs'd throughout of equal Ipirit." 

*^ What !*' anfwer'd Satire, not knock Mofes down! 

*^ O ftupid Peter ! what the devil mean ye ? 
** He looks a dapper barber of the town. 

With paper fign-boardout-^' Shave for a penny/ 



<c 



" Obferve the faucy irraelite once more— 

cc Wears he die countenance that (hould adore ? 

" No! 

• Mofcs receiving the Law on Moant Sinai. 
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^' No ! 'ris a fon of lather — a rank prig ; 
** Who, 'ftead of begging of the Lord the Law, 
^* With fober looks, and reverential awe, 

" Seems pertly tripping up to fetch his wig, 

" With all her thunder bid the Mufe 
" Fall furious on the groupe of Jews, 

** Whofe fhoulders are adorn 'd with Cbrijlian faces 5 
" For by each phiz, (I fpeak without a gibe) 
" There's not an Ifraelite in all the tribe — 

" Not that they are encumbered by the Graces. 

" Strike off the head of Jeremiah*, 
" And break the bones of old Ifaiah j* ; 

" Down with the duck-wing'd Angels J, that abreaft 
" Stretch from a thing caird c/^«^,and,by their looks, 
" Wear more the vifage of young rooks 

^ Cawing for viftuals from their neft. 

" Deal Gainsborough a lafti, for pride fo ftiff, 
•* Who robs us of fuch pleafure for a §mifF; 

Vol* I. . G " Whofe 

• A pidlure by Mr. Weft. f Another pidlure by Well. 

I In the Apothcofis, a pidlure by Weft. 

\ This extraordinary and celebrated artift, too petulantly 
iafiling on a violation of a law of the Academy, in order to 
oUbic a picture in a light fuitable to his wiihes^ fcccded from 
te Royal Academy on the difappointment. 
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^^ Whofe pencil, when he chooles, can be chafte, 
" Give Nature's fonn> and pleafc the eye of Ta«ti 

*' Of cuts oh Sampfon* don't be {paring, 
^' Between two garden-rollers flaring, 

" Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul playl 
*^ To atonns tear that fFrcnchnmn's trafh j 
<« Then bountifully deal tlic lafh 

" On fuch as dar'd to dub hini an R. A.'^ 

^bus Satire to the gentle Poet cry'd; 

And tbusy with lamb-like fwcetnefs^ I rqJy'd:— 

" Dear Satire ! pray confult my life and cafr; 
*' Were I lo write whatever you defire, 
*^ The fat would all be fairly in the fire— 

" R. A's furround me like a fwarm of beeSy 
^' Or like a flock of fmall birds round a fowl 
^ Of folemn fpeculation, call'd an Owl/* 

Quoth I, ^' O Satire, I'm a fimple youth, 
*^ Muft make my fortune, therefore not Ipcak truthj 

« Althougl 

# A pifture by Mrs. Co{wzy^ f RIgacid» 
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Athough as ilerling as the Holy Bible: 
^ Trutb makes it (Mansfield fays) the more a libel I 
^ I (hall not flecp in peace with'ui my hutch ; 
^ Like Doctor Johnfon*, I have faid too much/* 

When Mount Vefuviusf pour'd his flames, 
\nd frighten'd all the Naples dames^ 
What did the ladies of the city do ? 
Why, ordcr'd a fat CarcUnal to go 

With good St. Januarius's head, 
f^kl (hake it at the Mountain 'midft his riot. 
To try to keep the bully quiet : 

The Parfon went, and (hook the jowl, and fped ; 
Snug was the word ; the flames at once kept houfe , 
The frighten'd Mount grew mute as any moufc. 

Thus, (hould Lord Mansfield from his bench agree 
To (hake his lion mane-like wig at me^ 

G 2 And 

» The ftory goes, that Sam, before his pditUal converjton, 
fcplied to his prefent Majefly, in the library at Buckingham- 
hMfe, on being aflced by the Monarch, '^ Why he did not 
"write more?" — ** Pleafc your Majefty, I have written too 
* macb.** So candid a declaration, of which the (lurdy moralif! 
£d not believe one fyllable, procured him a peniion, and a 
ttozzle. 

t See Sir WilUam Hamilton's account* 

I 
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And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons affail; 
With heads Medufan, and with hearts of bone^ 
Lo ! if they did not turn me into ftone^ 

Yet might they turn my limbs into a jail. 

Read, read this Ode, juft come to hand. 

Giving the Mufe to underftand 

That cruelty and fcandal fwell her fong, 

And that 'twere better far fhe held her tongue* 



To PETER PINDAR, Eso- 

A beautiful Fable^ and channbgly told ; but unfortonately the 
joguiih author leaves us in the dark with refpe^t to his real 
meaning ; that is« whether the compliment to the Lady be 
ferious or ironical. 

xk Thousand frogs, upon a fummer's day. 
Were (porting 'midft th^ funny ray. 
In a large pool, reflefting every face;— ^ 

They fhow'd their gold-lac'd clothes with pridc^ 

In harmlefs failles, frequent vied. 
And gambol'd through the water with a grace. 
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I It happcn'd that a band of boys, 

Obfervant of their harmlefs joys, 
TJioughdcfs, refolv'd to fpoil their happy fport : 

One frenzy feiz'd both great and fmall ; 

On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall. 
Meaning to fplafti them> not to do them hun. 

Lo, as old authors fing, * the ftoncs 'gan pour,' 

Indeed an *Otaheite (howV! 
The confequence was dreadful, let me tell ye ; 

One's eye was beat out of his head. 

This limp'd away, that lay for dead ; 
Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly. 

Amongft the fmitten, it was found, 

Their beauteous Queen received a v/ound ; 

The blow gave ev*ry heart a figh. 

And drew a tear from ev'ry eye : 
At length King Groak got up, and thus begun: 
" My lads, you think diis very pretty fun ! 

" Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops ; 
^ Have warmly complimented all our chops : 

G 3 To 

• See the Otaheite Journals. 
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*^ To you I gucfs that thefc arc pleafant ftoncs ! 
^' And fo they might be to us frogs^ 
** You damn'd young good-for-nothing dogs, 

" But that they are fo hard, they break out bones.'* 

Peter ! thou mark'ft the meaning of diis feblc— 

So put thy Pegafus mto the ftable 5 

Nor wantoir, thus with cruel pride. 

Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmlefs people ride. 

To drop the metaphor, the Fair*, 
Whofe works thy Mufe forbore to fpare. 

Is bleft with talents Envy muft approve; 
And didft thou know her heart, thou fure wouldfl la; 
** Perdition catch the cruel lay !" 

Then ftrike thy lyre to Innocence and Love. 



" Poh, poh!" cry'd Satire, with a fmilc, 
" Where is the glorious freedom of our Iflc^ 
" If not permitted to call names ?" 
Methought the argument had weight : 
" Satire,'* quoth I, " you're very right'*— 
So once more forth volcanic Peter flames ! 

OD 
• Mrs, Cofway , 
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ODE n. 

The Poet correfteth the Mufe's warmth, who bcginncth witji 
^ °i little left thaa calling names — Hinteth at Tome academic 
giants-^And coxicliidet]i with a pair of apt and elegant 
fimilies. 

^ XaGRAGS and bobtails of the facredbrufli !"— 
for Heaven's fake, Mufe, be prudent:— Hufli ! hufli? 

The Ode with too much violence begins : [hufli ! 
The great R. A/s, fo jealous of their fame. 
Win all declare, of ibem we make a game ; 
And then, the Lord have mercy on our fkins ! 

Think what a formidable phalanx, Mufe, 
'Strcngthen'd by Meflieurs Garvay and Rigaud^ 
and'Ca. 

How dangerous fuch a body to abufe J 



Then there's among the Academic crew, 
A Man * that made the Prefident look blue ; 
Brandifli'd his weapon with a whirlwind's forces. 
Tore by the roots his flqurifhing difcourfes ; . 
And iworc his own fweet Irilh howl could pour 
A half a dozen fuch^ in half an hour. 

G 4 Be 

• Mr, Bar.ry. 
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Be prudent, Mufe ! once more I pray- 
In vain I preach ! th' advice is thrown away : 
Ev'n now ye turn your nofe up with a Iheer, 
And cry — Lord ! Reynolds has no caufe to fear; 
When Barry dares the Prefident to fly on, 

*Tis like a moufe, that, work'd into a rage. 

Daring moft dreadful war to wage. 
Kibbles the tail of the Nemaean lion j 

Or like a loufe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in fome giant's Ikull^ 
Becaufe Goliah fcratch'd him as he fed. 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws. 
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws. 
To carry off the Giant's Head ! 



OD 
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ODE III. 

T&e Poet addrefTeth Sir William CiiAMBERSy a gentleman 
of confcqucncc in the eledion of R. A.'s — He accufeth the 
Knight of a partial and ridiculous diilribution of the acade- 
mic honours— ^Threateneth him with rhyme — Advifeth a 
reformation, 

vJNE minute, gentle Irony, retire — 
Bcholdl Vm graver than a muftard pot; 

The Mufe, with bile as hot as fire. 
Could czM fool y puppy i blockhead, and " what notj^ 

As brother Horace has it — tumet jecur : 

Nor in her angry progrefs will I check her. 

"^m told, that Satan has been long at work 

To brink th' Academy into difgrace ; 
Oh I may that Member's b-ck-de feel his fork. 
Who dares to violate the facred place ! 
Who dares the Devil join 
J In fo nefarious a defign ? 

Yet, lo ! what dolts the honours claim ! 
I I leave their Works to tell their name* 

Th' 
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It made a tax on candles and (hoe-leather. 

Of monftrous ufe in dirty weatlier : 

It alfo made a tax on butchers' Ihops, 

So fpread its influence o'er foetic chops ; 

A mod alarming tax to ev'ry poet. 

Whole poor lank greyhound ribs with forrow fhow it. 

Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners. 
And don't choofe coblers, blackfmiths, tinkers, tanners; 
Some people love the converfc of low folks. 
To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes — 
Though tbou^ 'midft dulnefs, mayft be pleased tojhtne^ 
Reynolds Ihall ne'er fit cheek-by-jowl with SwiNit 



ODE 
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ODE IV. 

The Poet again payeth his rcfpefts to Sir William Cham- 
bers— Complainetli of his illiberality in his choice of 
R. A.'s— >Advifeth him to keep company with PRuoENeE; 
whom he defcribeth moft naturally — He threateneth the 
Knight— Concludeth with a beautiful fimile. 

1 HE Mufe is in die fidgets-— can't fit fl:ill — 
She muft hive t'other talk with youj Sir Will, 
S'mce her laft Ode, with forrow hath ftie heard 

You want not men with hcav'nly genius bleft^ 
But wi(h the title of R. A, conferred 

On fiich as catch the bugs and fpiders beft; 
Wafli of the larger flitues beft the faces. 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces ; 
Scour beft the flcins of the young marble brats, 
Trap mice, and clear th' Academy from rats. 

You look for men whofe heads are rather tnbbijh. 
Or, drum-like, better form'd for found than fenfei 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to difpenfe, 

You want the big-bon^d draybor/e for your rubbijb, 

Raifc 
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Rdfe not the Mufe's anger, I dcfire ; 
High-born, fhe's hotter than the lightning's firCj 
And proud ! (believe the Poet's word) 
Proud as the lady of a new-made lord; 
Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings dreftj 
Fat Lady Mayorefs at a city fcaftj 
Whofe fpoufe makes wigs, or fome luch glorious thing, 
Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breechesj for the King! 

Prudence, Sir William, is a jewel; 
Is clothes, and meat, and drink, and fuel 1 
Prudence ! for man the very beft of wives. 
Whom Bards have feldom met with in their lives 5 
Which cirth doth account for, in fbmc mcafurc. 
Their grievous want of worldly treafure. 
On wHch the grcateft blockheads make their bri^; 
And flioweth why we fee, inftead of lace. 
About the Poet's back, with little grace, 
Thofc fluttering, French-like followers, call'd rags. 

Prudence ! a fweet, obliging, curtfying lafs, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to pals ! 
Who kept at firft a little peddling (hop. 
Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, 

Walh'^c 
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Walh'd her own fmocks, caught her own fleas. 
And rofc to fame and fortune by degrees ; 
Who, when fhc enter'd other people's houfes. 
Till ipoke to, was as filent as a moufc is ; 
And of opinions, though poflefs'd a (lore. 
She left them, with her pattens, at the door. 

Sir William, you're a hound ! and hunting Fame : 
Undoubtedly this Lady is fair game: 
But, Nimrod, mind — my Mufe is whipper-in ! 
So that if ever you difgrace. 
By turning cur, your noble race. 
The Lord have mercy on your curfhip's (kin I 



ODt 
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O D E V. 

The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the Aca-* 
demy— Praifeth Reynolds — Half damneth Mr. West-* 
Completely damneth Mr. Wright of Derby. 



.USE, fing the wonders of the prcfent year: 
Declare what works of fterling worth appear. 
Reynolds, his heads divine, as ufual, gives. 
Where Titian'3 and Corregio*s genius lives ! 
Works I I'm afraid, like beauty 6f rare quality. 
Born foon to fede ! too fubjeft to mortality ! 

West moft judicioufly my counfel takes. 
Paints by the acre — ^witnefs Parfon Peter*: 

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deferving praifes in the fweeteft metre. 

The flelh of Peter's audience is not good — 
Too much like ivory, and done, and wood : 
Nor of the figures dare I praife th' expreffion^ 
Vfvii/ome folks thought a trifli of tranfgreffion. 

West 

• PetCT preaching, by Weft. 
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West, your Lafi Supper is a hungry piece : 
Your Tyburn Saints will not your feme increafe; 
With kx^ fo thievifh, with fuch (kins of copper ! 
Were they for fale, as Heaven's my judge. 
To givp five ferthii]^ for them I ihould grudge. 
Nay, cv'n my old tobacco*ftopper. 

Candour muft own, that frequently thy paints 

Have play'd the Dewl with the Saints : 

For me! 1 fancy them like doves and throttles ! 
But thou, if we believe tiy art, 
Enou^ to make us pious Chriftians ftart. 

Haft very fcurvy notions of Apoftlcs, 

What of thy * landfcape (hall I fay. 

Holding the old wlute fow, and fucking litter ? 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day. 

Thou gav'ft the Mufe fuch rcafon to be bitter ! 
But Mufe, be foft towards him— only ^gb 
^ More damned ftuff was never feen with eye." 

Vol. L H Thou 

* A moft pitiable performance indeed. — It may be fairly 
called the iitt^e of the art. 
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Thou really doft' not equal D»by WRlortT *; . 

The Man of Night! 
O'er wooHtti hills, where gold and filver moons 
Now mount like fixpenccsj and now balloons $ 
Where fea-refle6Hons, nothing natural tell ye. 
So much like fiddlc-ftrings, or vermicelli ; 
Where ev'ry thing exclaimeth, how fevere ! 
«' What are we ?'' and ^' whatbus'ncfs have wc here?'* 

ODB 

* A painter of inoon-light3.«>— In tKis new edition of the 
Odes, it is but juft to acknowledge, tiiat the author has feea 
fome landf^apes of a late date^ by this artii(> that do l^im grea$_ 
credit. 
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ODE VI. 

The Poet addrcflcth Majefty— Pleadeth the caafc ©f poor, 
jftanring Poctryr^He acknowlcdgeth in a former Ode the 
kindnefles of Fame, yet throweth out a Hiiit to his Majedy 
that his finances may be improved-* He relateth a marvellout 
ftory of a Jefuit — Recommendeth fomcjthiBg flmUar to hif: 
Sovereign. 

•AN'T pkafe your Majcfty, Tm overjoy 'd 
To find your family fo fond of Painting ; 

I wifti her filler Poetry employed — 
Poor, dear neglefted girl ! with hunger fainting. 

Your Royal Grandfire, (truft me, Vm no fibber) 

Was vaftly fond of Mifter Coi;.i.ey Cjbber. 

For fubjefts, how his Majefty would hunt ! 

And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Wefer, 
He'd cry — *^ Mine poet fal mak Ode upon't!" 

Then forth there came a iflaming Ode to Cms ail. 

Dread Sire, pray rccolkft a bit-^ 

Some glorious aftion of your life ; 
And then your humble poet's wit, 
• Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 

H 2 Sha:i 
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Shall mount you oa her glorious balloon Odes, 
Like Ronne's great CiESAR, to th' imnnortal Gops *. 

A Naples Jefuit, History declares. 

On flips of paper fcribbled prayers. 
Which lhow*d of wifdom great profundity 5 

Then fold them to the country folks. 

To give their turkeys, hens, and ducks. 
To bring increafe of fowl-fecundity : 

It anfwer'd.— On their turkeys, ducks, and hens, 
The country people all were foil of brags— 

Whofe little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens. 
Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags. 

" I wiih this fagc experiment were try*d 
" On me,*' cries Muse, my gentle bride; 

'^ And flips of paper giy'n me, with this pray'r"— 
" Pay to fbe hearer fifty pounds at fight.*' — 
" My fweet prolific pow'rs 'twould fo delight ! 

" rd breed like a tame rabbit or a hare !" 

Muse, give thine idle fupplication o'er-7: 
And know that Avarice is always poor. 

ODB 

• Divifuin Ixnperium, cum Jove, Ciefar habct. 
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The following Ode was written jufl after the great craihes and 
fiills at Somerfet Hoofe.— I^eter is Ciiarmingly ironical. 

iJlR William ! tdveFd with Chinefe renbwn, 
Whofe houfes* are no fooner up than dbviny 

Don't heed the difcontented Nation's cry i 
Thine are religious houfes ! — very bumble i 
Upon xktM faces much incliii'd to turrtbk; 

So meek^ they cannot keep their heads on high. 

I know the fbolifh kingdom all runs riot> 

Calling aloud for Wyat, Wyat, Wyat 1 
Who on their good opinion hourly gainsi 

But where lies Wv at's merit ? — What his praife ? 

Ahmad this roving man (pent half his days, 
Contemplatmg of Rome, the great remainsi 

This Wyat^s works a claJlic tajie combine. 
Who ftudicd thus the ancients o'er and o*er; 

But, lo ! the greater reputation thine, 
To do what no man ever did ieforem 

H 3 ODB 

* I take it for ghinied, that the houTes in general built bjr 
the KmoHTy arc as mack in tiie ftyle of gingerbread as Somer- 
ftf Hottfe; ' 
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ODE VIII. 

PfiTBji's account of wonderful Relk^e.s in Filamcb> widif 
the devotion paid to them — The fenfible application to 
Painters and Painting, b^ wa/ of fimile. 

AN France, fome years ago — fome twcnty-threCj 
At a fam'd church, where hundreds daily jofUe, 

I wifely paid a pried fix fols to fee 
The thumb of Thomas the Apoftle. 

Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with me in wonder. 
The rabble rais'd its eyes, like ducks in thunder 5 
Becaufc in virtues it was vaMy rich. 
Had cur'd poflefs'd of devils, and the itch; 
Work'd various wonders on a fcabby pate j 
Made litde fucking children ftrait. 

Though crook'd like ram's-horns by the rickets > 
Made people fee, though blind as moles i 
And made your fad, hyfterlc fouls. 

As gay as grafshoppers and crickets ; 
Bf ought nofes back 'again to faces. 
Long ftol'n by f^enus and her Graces^ 



And eyes ta fill their parent fockets^ 
Of which fed LoTC had pick'd their .pockets? 
Lo! had the Pricft p^nwiV/^i, widi'thcifJciffes, 
The mob had finack'd this holy thiunb.to pieces# 

Though, Reader, *twas not the Apoftle's thumb- 
But mum !— 
It play'd as well of miracles the trick. 
Although a painted piece of rotten ftick ! 

For fix fols more, behold ! to view, was bolted 
A feather of the Angel Gabriers.wjng ! 

Whcd>cr *twa& pluck'd by force, or ci^Jndy molted. 
No holy l^cnds tcU, nor poets (iiig. 

But was it Gabriel's feather, heav'nly Mufes ? 

It was not Gabriers feather, but a Goofe's 1 . 

But ftay I from truth we would not w^ ta:iy?ipder, 

For, probably, the ow:ner was a Gan^r. ., * 

Painters ! you take me right : — The Mufe fuppofes 
Tou make yoiu: cottp'-de'^aitre daihes, 

Chrificn them eyes, andcfaeeks, andlipS,' and nofes^ 
9canls, chins, and wiiilQccrs, and eycrlaflies ; 

As like, p.'rhaps, as a hvrfe is/like a. plum. 

Or 'forefaid ftick, St. Tom di' Apoftle's diumb, 

H 4 Witli- 
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With purer eyes the Britifh viilgar fees ; 
We are no Crawthumpers, no Devotees i 
So that^ whiene'er your figures are mere wood^ 
Our eyes will never deem *em flefh and blood. . 



O D E IX. 

The generous Pbtek. refcueth the immortal Raphael horn 
the obloquy of Michael Anoelo— The Poet moralizeth-^ 
Telleth a ftory not to the credit of Michael Anoblo« and 
nobly defendeth Raphael's name againil his invidioiia 
atuck — Conclndeth with a moft Ikge obfervation. 

How difficult in Artifts to allow 

To brother bruflimen ev*n a grain of merit! 

Wiftiing to tear the laurels from their brow. 
They fliew a fniv'Ung, diabolic fpirit. 

So 'tis, however moraliils may chatter ! 
What's wcMrfe ftill — ^nature will be always nature! 
We can't brew Burgundy fix)m four finall beer. 
Nor make a filken purfe of a fow's ear. 

Sweet 
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>wcct is the voice of Praise ! — from eve to mom. 
From blufliifig mom to darkling eve again, 

Vfy Mule the brows of Merit could adom, 
And^ kurk-like, fwell the panegyric ftrain* 

Praise, like the balm which evening's dewy ftar 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower, 

lifts modefl:, pining Merit from defpair. 
And gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 

P-x take me if I ever read the ftory 

Of Michael Angelo, without fome Iwearing; 
Tis fuch a flice cut off from his great glory : 

He furely had been brandying it, or beering: 
That b, in plainer Englifh, he was drunk. 
And Candour from the man with horror fhrurik. 



Raphael did honour to the Roman fchool. 
Yet Michael Angelo did call him fooL 
When working in the Vatican, would dare. 
Throw down his brulh, and (tamp and fwear, 
V e'er a porter let him in — ^hc'd ftone him j 
And, if he Raphael caught, moft furely bone him. 

He 
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Then fent it to the Northern Queen — i 

As fweet a bit of wood as e'er was feen ! ^ 

And therefore moft unlike the Princbly Hbad— 
He might as well have fent a pig of lead. ^ 

I 
Down ev'ry throat the piece was cramm'd 
As done by Reynolds, and deferv'dly damn'd j 

For as to Matter Dance's art> 

It ne'er was worth a fingle ! 

Reader^ I blush ! — am delicate this time I 
So let iiy impudence fupply the rhyme. 

Thank God ! that Monarchs cannot Tafte controul. 
And make each fubjcft's poor, fubmiffive foul 
Admire the work that Judgement oft cries fie <m: j 
Had tlungs been fo, poor Reynolds we had feeajj 
Pidnting a barber's pole — an ale-houfe queen. 
The cat and gridiron, or the old red-lion ! 
At *Plympton, p'rhaps, for fome grave Doctor Slop^i 
Painting the pots and bottles of the Ihop 5 
Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch. 
His brufh divine had pidhir'd fcenes for Punch ! 

WhiMk 

* Sir Jolhua's native (potj in Dcvonlhlre. 
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Wlulft West was whelping 'midft his paints, 
Mofes and Aaron, and all fort of Saints ! 
Adams and Eves, and fnakes and apples, 
/bd dcv'ls, for beautifying certain Chapels : 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matters 
He has not learnt the noble art — to flatter.* 

Thrice happy times, when Monarchs find them hard 
things 

To teach us what to view with admiration ; 
And, like their heads on halfpence and brafs farthings. 

Make their opinions current through the nation ! 

I've Heard that RAMSAY,t when he died. 
Left juil nine rooms well ftuffd with Queens and Kings ; 
From whence all nations might have been fupply'd, 
That long'd for valuable things. 
Viceroys, ambaffadors, and plenipo's, 
Bou^t them to join their rarce-Ihows 

In foreign parts. 
And ftiew the progrefs of the Britifli arts. 

Whether 



• This Ode was compofed before Sir Joshua was dubbed 
Ling's Painter. Poffibly the great artift dreamt of my Be a v- 
rirux« Ltric^ and purfued its advice. 

f Late painter to his Majefty. 
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Whether they purchased by the pound or yard, 
I cannot tell, becaufe I never heard ; 
But this I know, his (hop was like a fair. 
And dealt moft largely in this Royal Ware, 

Sec what it is to gain a Monarch's fmile ! 
And haft thou mifs'd it, Reynolds, all this while! 
How ftupid ! pr'ythee, fcek the Courtier's School^ 
And learn to manufafture oil of fool. 

Flattery's the turnpike-road to Fortune's door— 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags. 
Leading to broken heads, abufe, and rags. 

And workhoufes — fad refuge for the poor ! 

Flattery's a mountebank fo fpruce — gets riches; 
Truth, a plain Sinnon Pure, a Quaker Preacher^ 
A moral-nnender, a clifgufting teacher. 

That never got a fixpence by her fpeeches ! 



0D£ 
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ODE XL 

Tke lofty Pbtbr be^neth with an original fimile«*DirpIayetli 
a deep knowledge of Home a and modern Duchefl b - C oa* 
cludeth with a propliecy aboat his Sovereign. 

Jl AINTERS who figure in the Exhibition, 
Arc pretty nearly in the fame condition 

With cocks on Shrove-tide, which the feafon gathers j 
Flung at by cv'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, 
Poflefling ftrength enough to throw a bat. 

To break their bones, and knock about their feathers. 

This litde difference, however, lies 
Between the painter and the fowl, I find : 

The artift for the poft of danger tries — 
The fowl is faften'd much ngainft his mind\ 

Who damns his fentence, would annul it — 
Sue out his habeas corpus y and, inftead 
Of being beat with bats about the head. 

Make handfbme love to a fmart pullet. 

And yet the painter like a booby groans. 

Who courts the very bats which break his bones. 

But 
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But tabo from fcandal is exempt ? 

fTbo docs not meet, at times, contempt ? 

Great Jove, the God of Gods, in figures rich. 
Oft call*d the Queen of Heav'n a faucy bitch; 
Achilles* call'd great Agamemnon hog. 
An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog ! 

Behold our lofty Ducbeffes pull caps. 
And give each other's reputations raps. 

As freely as the drabs of Druiy's fchool ; 
And who, pray, knows that George our gracious Kii^ 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing) 

May not, by future times, be call'd a Fool ? 

ODE 

• Vide Homer. 
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ODE XII. 

The Bard fcnfibly reproveth the young artifts for their propen- 
fity to abofe— Moil wittily compareth them to horfe- leeches, 
game-cockf J and cars« 

1 HE mean, the ranc'rous jealoufics that fwcll 
In ibme fad artifts' fouls, I do defpife ; 

Inftcad of nobly ftriving to excely 
You drive to pick out one the other's eyes* 

To be a Painter, was Correcio's glory : 

His ipeech fhould flame in gold — *' Sono Pittore." 

But what, if truth were fpoke, would he your fpeeches ? 
This — " We're a fet of fame- fucking horfe-leeches ; 
^ Without a blufh, the pooreft fcandal fpeakiag — 
" Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ; 
" As if the globe we dwell on were fo fmall, 
" There really was not room enough for all." 

Young men !— 
I do preiume that one of you in ten 
Has kept a dog or two, and has remarked. 
That when you have been comfortably feeding. 
The curs, without one atom of court breeding, 
With watery jaws, have whin'd, and paw'd, and bark'd; 
Vol. L I Show'd 
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Show'd anxioufnefs about the mutton bone. 
And, *fl:cad oi jour nK)uth, wilh*d it in their otimi 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'c^cr, 
Heav'ns, what a Iharling, quarrelling, and pother! 
This, probably, has touched you to the quick. 
And made you teach good manners by a kick j 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing. 
You treated them with fweet emphatic fwcaring. 
An eloquence of wond'rous ufe in wars, 
Amongft fea- captains and the brave jack-tars. 

Now tell me honeftly — pray don't ye find 
Somewhat in Chriftians juft of the fame kind 

That ye experienced in the curs, 

Cauling your anger and demurs ? 
As, for example, when your miftrefs. Fame, 
Wifhing to celebrate a worthy name. 
Takes up her trump to give the juft applaufc; 

How have you, puppy-lik?, paw'd, wi{h*d, and 
whin'd. 

And growl'd, and curs'd, and fworc, and pin*d» 
And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaw3 1 
The dogs deferv'd their kicking to be furc; 
But you I O fie, boys 1 go and fin no more. 



^t> 
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d ii E %iit, 

¥iie cd&paffionste I^btbi( iam^riteth the dtstthot Mt.titisiLi 
an R. A;-^Reconuhendeth hilri to Obliyion^ the great 
JPatroii of a nnmber of gituusrs. 



Tri] 



(ERE's dn« Ri Ai mDHJ d«ad! ftiff* is p6or 
MoneI 
His works be with klm tinder tht fame ftone: 
I think iht facxtd art will not bemdan 'tm -, 
Butj Mufe l-^D^ morhiu nil nifi bonum^ 
As to his hoft a traT'lleri with a Iheer, 

Said €ff his dead fmall been 

Go dien^ poor Hons i and jdin a ntinufroUs ti^iil 
Snnk in Oblivion's wide pacific ocean; 
And may its wliale-like ftofriach feel no mdnon 

tocaft theei like a Jonahj up again« 



1 % <>" 

/ 
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ODE XIV. 

The Poet exhlbiteth the inconllancy of the world, by a mo 
elegant coniparifon of a flock of ftarlings, 

iL OUNG artifts, it may fo fall out^ 
That folks fliall inake a grievous rout ; 
Follow y»u— praife your.p'^nting to the Ikicsj 

When, probably, a ribband, (fie upon it !) 

A feather, or a tawdry bonnet. 
Caught, by its glarCy their wonder-fpying eyes* 

Therefore, don't tbence fuppofe that ye inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merits 
That always ye ftiall be purfu'd. 
And like a wond'rous beauty woo'd. 

Great is the world's inconllancy, God knows !— 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as flows j 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 
A balloon cap, a (hawl, a mufFj 
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Foryouy nb longer cares a finglp rufh. 
Following Jbme other brother of the brufb. 

To raife to nobler flights the Mufc's wing, 

*A Jimile\ a very pretty thing ; 

To whofc Iwect aid Vm oft a humble debtor, 

T'illuftrate with more force the thing I mean ; 

And if the ^mile be neat and clean, 
Tant mieux-^thzt \s^-/o much' the better » 

Therefore, young folks, as there's a great deal in't, 
Accept one juft imported from the mint. 

You've feen a flock of fl:arlings, to be fure, 
A hundred thoufand in a mefs or more; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horfe-litter upon the ground, 

Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung ; 
Then, Lord, what doings ! Heav'ns, what admiration! 
What joy, what tranlport 'midfl: the Ipeckled nation ! 

How bufy cv'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue ! 
All talking, gabbling, but none lift'ning, 
Juft like a group of gofllps at a chrift'ning : 
Let but a cowdab fliow its grals-green face^ 
They're «/ , without fo nfiuch as faying grace ; 

I 3 And 
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And lo ! the buly flock arQund it pitcbps^ 

Juft as upon th/c lun^p bcfort^ 

They gabble, wonder, and adore ! 
And equal brother Martxn's* fpeeches. 
Thefe ftaf lings fliQw d>c world, with great propriety. 
Mad as March hanes, or curlpWs fof Variety. 



O P E 3£V. 

The Great Peter dcfpifcth Frenchmen* 

JL BEQ it as a favour, my young folks, 

Ye will not feppy, monkey-like, the French^ 
Whpfc pidhires, juftly, arc all ftanding jokes^ 

Whether they ncpi^cfent a^man qr wench. 
If Mpnfieur paints a man of falhion. 

Making an pbeifance well bred, 
The gentlen^an's a ram-cat in a pallion. 

His back ^11 crumpled o*er his head : 
Or, if he p^nts a wretch upon the whed^ 

And bone-brc^ing'*s no trifling things G^d knp^I 
Amidft his pain^ the fellpw's fo genteel I 

He feels with iiich decorunf all the blows. 

Or if a culprit's going to the dcyil. 

Which fome folks alfo deem a ferious eyil, 

fo 

f A tmuh-admirid fpeaker in the Houf^ of Conunoni* who 
tum^ cm. was baptized the Starting Marttii. 
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So digage you fee the man advance ! 
[is anns^ hands, (houkferSj tum'd-out toes, 
[adona-lifted ey^> and cock'd up nofe> 
Proclaim the ppctfjr puppy in a dance* 
vc fecn a fleepittg Viwus, I declare, 
^idi hands and legs ftretch*d out vn^/ucb an air! 
[cr neck and head fo twifted on one flioulder, 
Tvhjtub a beav*nty fmile, that each beholder 
Tould fwear, (difdaining Dancing's vulgar track) 
he Dame was walking mmuets on her back ! 
'en an old woman yielding up her breath 
By nieans of cholic, ftone, or gravel, 
[ow finirkingly fhe feels the pangs of death! 
With what a grace her Ipul prepares to travel ! 

. Frenchman's angel is an Opera Punk ; 

[is Virgin Marys, milliners half drunk ; 

ur bleft Redeemer, a rank ^^///-»tf //r^, 

I every attitude and feature ; 

he humble Jofcph, fo genteelly made, 

oor gentleman^— as if above his trade, 

xA only fit to compliment his wife— 
So delicate! as if he fcarcely knew 
Oik fiom deal board — a gimlet from a fcrew, 

isA never mad^e a Mouse-trap in his life. 

I 4 Think 
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Think not I wantonly the French attack — 
I never will put Merit on the rack : 
No ! — yet, I own, I hate the ihrugging.dogs-^ 
I've liv'd amongft thenn, eat their frogs. 
And vomited them up, thank God, again ; 

So that Tm able now to fay, 

I carried nought of theirs away. 
Which othcrwife had ma^e thp puppies vain. 



ODE XVL 



The conceited Peter turneth an arrant egotifl — Menti 
a number of fine folks— This mini^ condemneth "^ 
Whitehead's vcrfcs; and ^hc next, exculpatcth the 
rcat, by clapping the right faddle on the right horfe. 



O giant more rcjoiceth in his courfe. 
Not Count O'Kelly in a winning horfe; 
Not Miftrcfs Hob art* to preferve a box, 
NotGEORGEtheTHiRD to triumph o'er Charles; 
Not Spain's wife Monarch to bombard Algiers— 
Not pillories, obeying Law's ftern voice, 
C^n more rejoice 
To hold KiTT Atkinson's two ears; 



• The conteft between Mrs. Hobart and Lady Sail 
with their /econJs, about a box at the Opera, is a subjec 
the moft /uilimi Epic ! 



I 
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Not more rqoiccth patriotic Pitt, 

By patriotic grocers to be fed ; 
Not Mother Windsor* in a nice young Tit, 

Nor gaping Deans, to catch a Bifliop dead ; 
Not more reformed John Wilkes, to court the Crown, 
Nor Skinnbr in his Aldermanic gown,* ' 

Nor Common-Councilmen on turtle feeding j 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, fo ftale. 
To hear of weeping Beauty a fad tale. 

And tell the world a reigning toaft is breeding^-^ 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode, ' 

That catches at a hop the Cynic face ; 

Kills by a lauj^ its grave Bubonic face ; 
And tears, in fpwe of him, his jaws abroad* 

And are there .fuch grave Dons that read my rhymes? 

All gracious Heav'n forgive their crimes ! 

Oh ! be their lot to have wife-talking wives ; 
And if in reading they delight. 
To read, ye Gods ! from mom to night. 

Will Whitehead's-}- Birth-day Sonnets all their lives. 

P'rhaps 

• A prieftefs of the Cyprian Goddefs. 

t This Ode was written before a late Laureat refigned his 
*«thly crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom War tow 
k more fnccefsful in his courtly adulations^ and not verify the 
U& adage — Ex nihilo, nihil Jit i which is thus elegantly tranf- 
1^» * There is no makbg a velvet purfe of a fow's ear/ 
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Fri^aps, reader, thou^rt a tinker, or a tanner. 

And mendeft kettles in a prcttj manner; 

Or tanneft hides of bulls, and cx>ws, and calves; 

Bert if the faucepan, or the ketde, 

Oripnalfy be bad mttai, 
^"hoo'lt fay, " It only can he done by baivcs ;'* 
Or if by nature bad the bullocks* ikins, 
^ They'll make vile fhoes and boots fi>r people's ihins.** 

Then wherefore do I thus abufe 

Will Whitehead's hard-driv'n Mufe? 
Who merits rather Pity's tcnd'rcft figh: 

For what the Devil can he doi. 

When forc'd to pnufe — the Lorjfmims whti 
Vcrlc muft be dull on fubjedb fo damn'd dry. 



OOI 
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ODE XVIL 

Tke claffic Pbtbr adyifcth Painters to cultivate tafte— Lafheth 
fome of the ignorant — Accufeth Painters of an affection for 
Tolgaricy, whom ht horfewhippetii— RecMMnendttli a chanu 
ing fiibjcfl— TeUcth tlit fecret of his love* and givedi a 
St^muMy fonnet of former days — ^Perfecoteth TsHisa's ^ 
Tils* bat applaadeth the execution. 

aAINTERS, improve your cduoadon; 
That furely flands m need of refomution. 
I've heard di^c fbme can neither write nor read* 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 

Many, I know, woiild rather paint a bear^ 

Or monkey playing his quaint tricks. 
Than ibme fweet damfel, whom all hearts revere, 

Whofe charms the eye of admiration fix — 
Would rather fee a ftump with ftrength expreft. 
Than all the fhowy fljhiefs of her breaft ; 
Dr lip, that Innocence fo fweetly moves; 
Or fmile, the fond Elyfium of the Loves. 
This brings thofe days to mem'ry, when my tongue 
To Cynthia's beauty poured my foul in fong; 

When, 
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When, on the margin of the murm*ring ftrcam. 
My fanqr frequent form'd the golden dream 
Of Cynthia's grace — of Cynthia's fmiles divine, 
^d made thofe fn^iles and peerlcfs beauty mine. 

It brings to mem'ry, too, thofe difmal times. 
When nought my fighs avail'd, and nought my rhymes; 
When at the filent, folemn clofe of day. 

My penfivc fteps would court the darkling grovc^ 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay. 

The fainting echoes of my hickleis love ; 
Till night's increafing fhades around me ftole. 
And mingled with the gloom that wrapp'd my foul. 

Reader — Doft choofe a fonnet of thofe days ? 
Take it; and fay not I'm a foe to Praise, 



To CYNTHIA. 

O thou ! whofe love-infpiring air 

Delights, yet gives a thoufand woes j 
My day declines in dark defpair. 

And night hath loft her fweet repofe. 

Yd 
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Yet who, alas ! like me was bleft, 
To others c*er thy charms were known 3 

When Fancy told my raptur'd breaft. 
That Cynthia ftnilM on me ^lone ? 

Nymph of my foul ! forgive my fighs : 

Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 
Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 

When others to thy beauties kneel. 



Lo ! theirs is every winning art. 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to met 

I only boaft a -fimplc heart. 
In love with Innocence and Thee. 



Boiki not, alas ! your popularity 

On that bead's back yclep'd Vulgarity j 

A bcaft that many a booby takes a pride in ; 

Abcaft beneath the noble Peter's ridino:. 



-o* 



How fhbuld the man with appetite unchaftc> 
Stuffing on carrion dread, his hound-like paunch. 

Judge of an ortolan's delicious tafte, 
Or fed the flavour of a dainty haunch ? 

Or, 
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Or, wont with bitter puri to wet his clsty. 
How ihould be judge of Claret or Tokay? 

Teniers's devils, witches^ monkey$> tt>ads> 
That make me fhudder whilft I pen thefe Odcs^ 

Mod truly fainted, to be fure, you'll find: 
How greater far the excdlence> to paint 
With heavcn-direfted eye, the charming Saiwt^ 

And nurk th* eniotions of her angel-mind I 
Envy not /ucb as have in dirt lurpaft yej 
Tis very, very eafy to be nafty ! 



ODE XVIII. 



The moralizing Bard expofeth the unfaimeft of mankind in thCf 
article of lauglung^Defcanteth upon wit — ^Difclaimetli pr6« 
tenfion to it— Maketh love to Candour, and mtd^lj com 
dodcth. 

JlIo W dearly mortals love to laugh aild grin \ 
Juft as dicy love to ftufF themfelves to chin 
With other people's meat^^-good laving fenft^ 
Beeaufe at other folks' expence; 
But tum the laugh on them — how changed their notes ! 
« O damn 'cm ! this is JertQUS — cut their ditoats !" 

Wit, 
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Wit, fays an author that I do not know, 

Is like Time's fcythc — cuts down both friend and foe j 

Ready each objeft, tiger-like, to leap on ! 

^ Lord! what a butcher this fame Wit! diankOod! 

** (A critic cries) in Matter Pindar's Ode, 
'^ We fpy th' effed of no fuch dangerous weaponi.^ 

No, Sir — 'tis dovc-cy'd Candour's charms 

I woo to thcfe defiring anus ; 

She is my Goddess ; to her fhrinc I bend: 
Nymph of the voice that beats the morning lark. 
Sweet as the didcet note of either Park*, 

Be thou my foft companion and my friend« 

Thy lovely hand my Pegafus IhaD guide. 
And teach thy modeft pupil how to ride ; 
Thus ftiall I hurt not any group compofcrs, 
EvromSARAHBENWELL'sbruih, to Mary MozEH'sf* 



CDS 



• Two brothen of diftinguiftied merit on the Obo 
f The laft of thofe Ladies^ an R. A« by oiean^^ 
pidare of a pkta of GooisaBRitxEi— thr othor in Jl^fts of 
Academic honours^ through an e^um degree of merit. 
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ODE XIX. 

The judicioQs Petbr giveth moil wholefome advice to landib 
painters. 

. W HAT E'ER your wilh, in landfcape to excel 

Lx)ndon's the very place to mar it; 
Believe th6 oracles I tell. 

There's very little landfcape in a garret. 
Whatever the flocks of fleas you keep, 
*Tis badly copying tbem for goats and fheep ; 
And if you'll take the Poet's honefl: word, 
A bug muft make a miferable bird* 

A ru(h-light in a bottle's neck, or flick, 

111 reprefents the glorious Orb of Morn ; . 

Nay, though it were a candle with a wick^ 
*Twould be a reprefentative forlorn. 

I think, too, that a man would be a fool, 
Fq/p^lOTs, to copy legs of a jomt ftool j 

Or cv'n by tbem to reprefent a flump : 
Alfo by broomfticks — ^which, though well he ri? 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 

Mu£ make a very poor autumnal clump. 

YovJ 
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You'll fay, " Yet fucb ones^ oft a perfon fees 
In many an artift's trees ; 
And in fome paintings, we have all beheld. 
Green bays hath'furely fat for a green field; 
Bolfters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 
Cats, for ram-goats J and curs, for bulls and cows." 



AD this, my lads, I freely grant; 
But better things from you, I want. 
AsShakspeare fays, (a Bard I much approve) 
** Lift, lift. Oh! lift," if thou doft Painting love. 

Claude painted in the open air! 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; 
Where fcenes of true magnificence you'll find : 
Befidcs this great advantage — if in deot, 
Tou'Uhave with creditors no tite-h-tite: 

So leave the bull-dog bailifi^s all behind ; 
^Ik), hunt you with what noife they may, 
Muft hunt for needles in a ftack of hay. 
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ODE XX. 

T&e Poet hbteth to Ar dfts tlie valne of Time. 

A HE man condemn'd on Tyburn- tree to fwin 
Deems fuch a fliow, a very diiUifli thing; 
He'd rather 2Ljfe£lator be, I ween, 
Than the fad a£lor in the fcene. 

He blames the Law's too rigid rcfolution : 
If with a beef-fteak ftomach— in his prime. 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on Time ! 

And, moft of all — the hour of execution ! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance. 
How wond'rous willing to poftpone the Dance! 

Believe me, Time's of monftrous ufe ; 

But, ah ! how fubjeft to abufe ! 
It feems that with him, folks were often clofd: 

I do pronounce it. Time's a public good, 

Juft like a youthful Beauty — to be woo*d^ 
Made much of, and be proj^erly enjoy'd. 
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Time's fand is wonderfully fmall ; 

it flips between the fingers in a hurry : 
Therefore, on each young artift let me call. 

To prize it as an Indian does his Curry j * 
Whether his next rare Exhibition be 
Amidft the great R. A.'s — or on a Tree. 



ODE XXI. 



Tk onfbrtnivate Piter lamenteth the lofs of an important Ode, 
by rats — He prayeth devoutly for the rats. 

Hiatus maxime defiendus ! 

I've loft an Ode of charming praife; 
From like misfortune, Heav'n defend us ! 

The fwectcft of my Lyric lays ! 
Where many an youthful artift (hone with feme. 
Like his own pi£hires in a fine gilt frame. 

Ferdidon catch the roguifli rats ! 

Thdr trembling limbs fhall fill the maws of cats, 

K 2 Were 

• Aa oiUTcrfal food in the Eaft4ndiei« 
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Were I to be their fole advifer : 

Vermin! like trunk-makers, kings, paftry-cooks^ 
Dealing in legions of delightful books. 

Yet, with the learning, not a whit the wifer. 

Thank G — d ! the Ode unto Myself they fpar'd: 

And, lo ! the labour of the lucky Bard, 



ODE XXII. 

To MYSELF. 



,The exalted Peter wifheth to make the gaping world acqaainted 
vrixh the place of his nativity • but before he can get aa 
anfwer from him/ei/, he mod fublimely burfleth forth into aa 
addrefs to Me^vagizzy and Mou/ehole, two fifhing-towns in Corn- 
wall — The firft celebrated for pilchards, the laft for giving 
birth to Dolly Pentrbath— The Poet praifeth the Ho- 
nourable Daines Barrington, and pikhards-*Forgetteth 
the place of his nativity; and, like his great anceftor of 
Thebis, leaveth his readers in the dark, 

KJ thou ! whofe daring works fublime 
Defy the rudeft rage of Time, 
Say ! — for the world is with conjefture dizzy. 
Did Moujebolc give thee birth, or Mevagizzy T 
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HAIL, MrvagizTy ! with fuch wonders fraught ! 

Where boats, and men, and (links, and trade, are 
ftirring; 
Where pifchards come in myriads to be caught ; 

Pilchard ! a thoufand times as good as herring. 

Pilchard ! the idol of the Popifh nation ! 
Hail, little inftrument of vaft falvation ! 
Pilchard, I ween, a moft foul-faving fifh. 

On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm'd ; 
Who had they not, poor fouls, this hicky difli. 

Would feed on flefh, and therefore all be damn'd. 

Pilchards ! whofe bodies yield the fragrant oil. 
And make the London lamps at midnight fmile ; 
Which lamps, wide fpreading falutary light. 
Beam on the wandering Beauties of the night. 
And fhow each gentle youth their cheeks' deep rofes, 
And tell him whether they have eyes and nofes. 

Hzil^Moufebole! birth-placeofoldDoLL Pentreath,* 
The iaji who jabber'd Cornifh — fo fays Daines, 

Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath. 
With Will-o'-Wifp, to brighten up his brains, 

Daines! 

• A TtTj old woman of Monfeholc, fuppofed ("/alfify however) 
to hive been the iafl who fpoke the Cornifh language. The 

K 3 honour- 
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Daines ! who a thoufand miles, unwearied, trots 
For bones, brals farthings, afhes, and old pots : 

Ranfacks the mouldy manfions of the dead. 
To prove that men in days of yorCy 
Eyes, ears, and nofes, like us Moderns, wore ; 

And travell'd juft like us too, with a bead! 

DC 

honourable antiquarian, Daines Barrington^ Efq. joumeye 
fomc years fince, from London to the Land's-end, to convc] 
with this wrinkled, yet delicious morceau. He entered Moul 
hole in a kind of triumph ; and, peeping into her hut, exclaime 
with all the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of t 
famous Greek Philolbpher — ** eureka!" The couple kiffe« 
Doll foon after gabbled i Daines liflened with admiratioi 
committed her fpeeches to paper, not venturing to truft 1 
memory with fo much treafure. The tranfadion was announc* 
to the Society ; the Journals were enriched with their dialogue 
the old Lady's picture was ordered to be taken by the m< 
eminent artift, and the Honourable Member to be publicly thank( 
for the Discovery ! 
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ODE XXIII. 

PiTiR condadeth his Odes— Seemcth hungry^— >£xpoftaIatet^ 
witb the Reader. 

1 OM Southern tp John Drydcn went one day, 
I To bny a head and tail piece for his play : 

^ Thon>as,'' quoth John, ^* I've fold my goods tOQ 

cheap J 
^ So, if you pleafe, my price Ihall take a leap." 

Reader^ look me grayely in the face ; 

Speak^ is not that with me and tbee the caie ? 

For this Year's Odes I charge thee half-a- crown ; 
I So, without grumbling, put thy money down : 
I For things are defperately ris'n, good Lord ! 
I FHh, flefh, coals, candles, window-lights, and board, 
: Why fhould not charming Poetry then rife, 

That comes fo dev'lifli far too — from the Jiies ? 

And lo ! the verfes that adorn this page. 

Beam, comet^like, alas ! but once an age» 
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THE YEAR M.DCC.LXXXVI. 



^■^tlDIMTIM DICXtX TtKOM 
^.DID riTAT ? MO 



FAREWELL ODES. 



O D E I. 



Peter talkcth of rcfigning the Laureatfhip — He prophcfieth 
the triumph of the Artifts on his refignation — The Artifts alfo 
prophefy to Peter's difadvantage — Peter's lad comfom» 
ihould their prophecy be fulfilled. 

Jl ETER, like fam'd Chriftina, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, refigns the laurel crown for ever ! 

What all the fam'd Academicians wi(h ; 

No more on painted fowl, and flefh, and fifh. 
He fhows the world his carving (kill fo clever : 
Brafs, iron, woodwork, ftone, in peace fliall reft — 
" Thank God !" exclaim the works of Miftcr West. 

** Thank God !" the works of Loutherbourg ex- 
claim— 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game — 
" No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, 
" Shall we be chrift'ned tea-boards, varnifti'd waiters: 
" No verfe (hall fwear that ours are pafte-board rocks, 
" Our trees, brafs wigs i and mops, our fleecy flocks." 

« Thank 
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*' Thank Heav'n !'* exclaims Rigaud, with Iparkling 
" Then ftiall my pictures in importance rife, [eyes, 
** And fill each gaping mouth and eye with wonder." 

Monfieur Rigaud, 

It may be fo. 
To think thy ftars have made fo ftrange a blunder. 
That bred to faint y the genius of a glazier : 
That fpoil'd, to make a dauber ^ a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare fland forth the herald of thy praife : 
Could Fame applaud, whofe voice my verfe reveres. 
Justice fhould break her trump about her ears, 

"Thank Heav'n !** cries MifterGARW; and "Thank 
God!" 

Cries Mifter Copley, " that this Man of Ode, 

" No more. Barbarian-like, Ihall o'er us ride: 
" No more like beads, in nafty order ftrung, 
*' And round the waift of this vile Mohawk hung, 

*' Shall academic fcalps indulge his pride. 

" No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme, 
*' Which he moft impudently calls Jublime^ 

** Shall we, poor, inofFenfive fouls, 

" Appear juft like fo many moles, 

Trapp'd 



FARBWELX. ODES, FOR M,DCC>LXXXVI. I4I 

^ Trapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field; 

" Which mole-catchers fufpend on trees, 

" To (hew their tides to their fees, 
" Like Doftors, paid too often for the kilVd.'" 

Pleased that no more my verfes fhall annoy ; 

Glad that my bliftcr Odes fhall ceafe their flinging; 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy ; 

Hark ! how they all break forth in finging ! 

In boaflful founds the grinning Artists cry, 
" Lo! Peter's hour of infolence is o'er: 

** His Mufe is dead — his lyric pump is dry — 
" His Odes, like (linking fifh, not worth a groat a 
fcore : 

" Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou fnarling fniv'llcr? 

" Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'ller ? 

" Our Kings and Queens in glory now fhall lie, 
" Each unmolefted, fleeping in his frame ; 

" Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and fky, 
" No longer, fcouted, fhall be put to fhame : 

** No poet's rage fhall root our (lumps and flumplings, 

" And fwcar our clouds are flying apple-dumplings : 

" Fame 
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'< Fame (hall proclaim how well our plum-trees bud/ 
** And found the merits of our marie and mud* 

** Our oaks, our brulhwood, and our lofty elms, 
" No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'erwhelms, 

. *' Now this vile Feller is laid low: 
•' In peace fliall our ftone hedges fleep, 
" Our huts, our bams, our pigs, and ftieep, 
« And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow/* 

" They who Ihall fee this Peter in the ftreet, 
" With fearlefs eye his front (hall meet, 

*^ And cry, " Is this the man of keen remark ? 
«' Is this the blade," fhall be their taunting fpecch— 
** A dog ! who dar'd to fhap each artift's breech, 

** Nay, bite Academicians like a fliark ? 

** He whofe broad cleaver chopp'd the fons of paint, 
'* Crufh'd like a marrowbone each lovely faint; 

*' Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs ; 
" The little duck-wing'd cherubims abus'd, 
*' That could not more inhumanly be us*d, 

^' Poor lambkins! had they &ll'n among the blacks; 
** Hiy once io furious, foon Ihall want relief^ 
** Stak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 

^' How 
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* How art thou fell'n, O Cherokee !" they cry ; 

" How art thou fall'n !" the joyful roofs refound; 

" Hell (hall thy body^ for a rogue, furround ; 
** And there, for ever roafting, mayft thou lie : 
** Like Dives, mayft thou ftretch in fires along, 
" Refus'd one drop of beer to cool thy tongue." 

Yc goodly gentlemen, reprcfs your yell. 
Your hearty wilhes for my foul reftrain ; 

For if our works can put us into h-11. 
Kind Sirs ! we certainly (hall meet again. 



ODE 
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ODE ir. 

A mod pleafant hiftory of the Academic Dinner— Peter pitietH 
the Prince of Wales, Duke of Orleans^ Duke Fitz- 
jAMEs, Count Lauzun, Lords Caermarthen and Bes- 
borough, &c. and praifcs Mr. Weltjie — Exculpateth the 
President — Condemneth Sir W. Chambers and the Com- 
mittee for their bad management — Peter talketh of vifiting 
the French King and the Duke of Orleans. 

W HENE'ER Academicians run aftray. 
Such fhould the moral Peter's fons: reclaim: 

Of paint, this Ode fhall nothing fing or fay; 
My eagle fatire darts at different game ; 

Againft decorum^ I abhor a finner ; 

And tlierefore laih the Academic dinner. 

Th' Academy, though marvelloufly poor. 

Can once a year afford to eat: 
By means of kind donations at the door. 

The members make a comfortable treat: 
Like gipfies in a barn, around their king. 
That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and fing. 

Afeaft 
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A feaft was made of flefh, fifh, tarts, creams, jellies. 
To fuit the rarious qualities of bellies : 
Mine grumbled to be afk'd, and be delighted; 
But wicked Peter's paunch was not invited. 

Tct though no mefiage waited on the Bard, 

With compliments fix)m Academic names. 
The Prince of Wales receiv'd a civil card. 

His Grace of Orleans too, and Duke Fitzjamesj 
Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 
A near relation to the man 
In whofe poor fides old Hawkb once fix'd his claws. 

Were welcom'd by the Academic Lords^ 

Either by writing or by words. 
To come and try the vigour of their jaws* 

Unfortunately for the modeft Dukes> 
The nimble artifts, all with greyhound looks. 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able; 
Sqz'd, of the Synagogue, the higheft places. 
And left the poor forlorn, their Gallic Graces, 
To mbble at the bottom of the table ! 

There fat, too, the fweet fimperingLord Carmarthen, 
As one of the Canaille^ not worth a &rthing ! 
VoL.L L But 
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But what can titles, virtues, at a fcaft. 
Where glory waits upon the grcatcft bead ? 

To fee a ftone-cuttcr and mafon 

High mounted o'er fine men of quality^ 

By no means can our annals blazon 
For feats of courdy halpkality. 

I've heard, however, one or two were tanners : 

Granted — it doth not much improve their nunncn. 

They probably, in anfwcr, may declare. 
They thought the feaft juft like a hunt; 

In which, as foon as ever (tarts the hare. 
Each Nimrod tries to be the firft upon't : 

As he's the greateft, 'midft the howling fiifs 

Who firft can triumph o'er poor dying puss* 

Peters * moft juftly rais'd his eyes of wonderj 
And wanted decendy to give them grace ; 

But bent on ven'fcwi and on turbot-plunder, 

A clattering peal of knives and forks took place i 

Spoons, plates, and dilhcs, rattling round the table> 

Produc'd a new edidon of old BabeU 

Thcjr 

* A clergyman, and one of the Academiciaas, 
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They had no ftomach, o'er a grace, to nod. 
Nor time enough to ofFer thanks to God : 
That might be done, they wifely knew. 
When they had nothing elfc to do. 

His Highness entering fomewhat rather late. 
Could fcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate : 
But not one fingle maiden dilh. 
Poor gendeman ! of flefti or fifh, 

Moft woefully the paftry had been paw'd. 
And trembling jellies barbaroufly claw'd : 
In ftiort, my gentle readers to amaze, 
His Highness picked the bones of the R. A/s. 

Wbltjie *, had thy lofty form been there. 
And feen thy Prince fo ferv'd with fcrap and flop. 

Thou furely wouldfl: have brought him better fere— 
A warm beef-fteak, perchance, or mutton chop. 

Thou wouldft have faid, ^^ De Prince of Wales, by 
** Bo too mujb honour to be to der feaft ; [Got^ 

*' Vere be can't beb von beet of meat dat's bot-, 
" But treated vid de bones Jhuji like a beaji. 

L 2 '' Bi 

• The Prince's German cook. 
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'^ De Prence, be vas too great to Jheet and eat 
'^ De bones and leafings of de meat ; 
«* jind munjh vat dirty low-lifd rogues refufe, 
" By Got ! not fit to vipe de Prence's Jboes.*' 

Great Besborough's Earl, too, came ofFfecond bcft 
His murmuring ftomach had not half a feaft^ 

And therefore it was natural to mutter : 
To rcftify the fault, with joylefs looks^ 
His Lordfhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 

To fill the grtrmbler up with bread and butter* 

Sirs ! thofe manoeuvres were extremely coarfe ; 

This really was the eflence of ill breeding : 
Not for your fouls could you have treated worie, 

Bumb-bailifFsy by this dog-like mode of feeding. 

Grant, you eclips'd a pack of hounds^ with glee 
Purfuing, in full cry, the fainting game; 

Surpafs'd them, too, in gobbling down the prey ; 
Still, great R. A.'s, I tell you,, 'twas a fhamc: 

Grant, each of you the tvond'rous man cxcell'd. 
Who beat a butclier's dog in eating tripe ; 

And tliat each paunch with guttling was fo fwell'd. 
Not one bit more could pafs youf fwallow-pipc : 

Grant, 
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Grant, diat you dar'd fuch (luffing feats dilplay. 
That not a foul of you could walk away : 
StiD, 'midft the triumphs of your gobbling fame, 
I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a fhame. 

Grant, you were greas'd up to the nofe and eyes. 
Your cheeks all Ihining like a lantern's horn. 

With tearing hams and fowls, and gibblet pies. 
And ducks, and geefe, and pigeons newly born ; 

Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 

I tdl you, great R. A/s, it was a fhame. 

This, kt me own — the candour-loving Mufe 
Moft willingly Sir Joshua can excufe. 

Who tries the nation's glory to increafe j 
Whofe genius rare is very feldom nodding^ 
But deep on painting fubjefts plodding, 

To rival Italy aiid Greece, 

But pray, Sir William *, what have you to fay ? 
No fuch impediment is \nyour way; 
Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention ^ 

L 3 And 

• Sir W. Chambers. 
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And Meffieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigaud, 
Have you 2l genius to impede you ? — No ! 
Nor many a one befidcs that I could mention. 

This year (God willing) I Ihall vifit France, 

And tafte of Louis, Grand Monarque ! the prog 

His Grace of Orleans, fo kind, perchance. 
May a(k me to his houfe to pick a frog : 

And yet, what right have / to vifit there ? 

Who fee a Prince fo vilely treated here* 

Ye Royal Artifts, at your future feafts, 

I fear you'll make their Graces downright Daniels 

And as the Prophet din'd amongft wild bcafts, 
TheDuKES may join your pointers and your fpanicl 
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ODE III. 

hriR giveth fagc advice to mercenary artifts, and telleth a 
iBoft deledlable ftory of a country bumpkin and a peripatetic 
razor-feller. 

r ORBEAR, my friends, to facnfice your fame 
To fordid gain, unlcfs that you are ftarving : 

I own that hunger will indulgence claim 
For hard ftone heads and landfcape carvings 

In order to make hafte to fell and eat ; 
For there is certainly a charm in meat : 
And in rebellious tones will ftomachs fpeak. 
That have not tailed yiftuals for a week. 

But yet there are a mercenary crew. 
Who value fame no more than an old fhoe j 
Provided for their daubs they get a fale ; 
Juft like the man— but flay— I'll tell the tale, 

A fellow in a market town, 

Moll mufical, cry'd razors up and down, 

L 4 And 
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And offer 'd twelve for cightccn-pcnccj 
Which certainly feem'd wond'rous cheapo 
And for the money, quite a heap. 

As ev'ry nian would buy, with cafli and fcnfe, 

A country Bumpkin the great offer heard 1 

Poor Hodge, who fuffer'd by a broad black beard^ 

That feem'd a fhoe-brulh (hick beneath lus nofet 
With cheerfiilnelb the eighteen-pence he p2ud. 
And proudly to himfelf, in whifpers, faid, 

*^ This rafcal ftole the razors, I fuppofe/^ 

*^ No matter if the fellow be a knave, 
** Provided that the razors Jhave y 

'^ It certainly will be a nionflrous prize." 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went. 
Smiling in heart and foul content. 

And quickly foap'd himfelf to ears and eyes. 

Being well lather'd from a difh or tub, 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 

Juft like a hedger cutting furze : 
'Twas a vile razor ! — then the reft he try'd— 
All were impoftors— '^ Ah," Hodge figh'd! 

** I wifh my cighteen-pencc within my purfe." 

la 
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n vain to chafe his beard, and bring the graces. 
He cut, and dug, and wincM, and ftamp'd, and Iwore ; 

Jiought blood, and dancM, blafphem'd, and made 
wry faces. 
And curs*d each razor's body o'er and o'er. 

His muzzle, form*d of oppofition ftufi^ 
Firm as a Foxite, would not lofe its ruff; 

So kept it — ^laughing at the fteel and fuds: 
Hodgp, in a paffion, ftretch'd his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direft vengeance, with clencli'd clawsj 

On the vile cheat that fold the goods. 
** Razors ! a damn'd, confounded dog, 
" Not fit to fcrape a hog!" 

Hodge fought the fellow — found him, and begun: 
^ P'rhaps, Mafter Razor-rogue, to you 'tis fiin, 
" That people flay themfelves out of their lives : 
f ^ You rafcal ! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
^ Giving my crying whifkers here a fcrubbing, 

" Widi razors juft like oyfter-knivcs. 
" Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 
" To cry up razors that can't Jhave^'' 

*' Friend/' 
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*^ Friend/' quoth the razor-man, " I'm not a knaves 
** As for the razors you have bought, 
•* Upon my foul I never thought 
" That they would Jhave.'' 

** Not think they'd JhaveV' quoth Hodge, with won- 
dering eyes. 

And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; 
•* What were they made for then, you dog?" he cries, 

*' Made ! " quoth the fellow, with a fmile — ^* to/ell.*' 



ODE IV. 

Peter obferveth the Lex Talicnif, 

lST tells the world that Peter cannot rbimi: 
Peter declares point blank that West c?^\ paint. 
West fwears IVe not an atom oi fublime: 
I fwear he hath no notion of a Jaint ; 

And that his crofs-wing'd cherubims arc fowls. 
Baptized by naturalifts, owls ; 
Half of the meek apoftles, gangs of robbers ; 
His angels, fets of brazen-headed lubbers. 

Th 
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The Holy Scripture fays, " All flefh is grafsT'— 
With Mifter West, all flelh is brick and brafs 5 
Except his horfe-flefh, that, I fairly own. 
Is chiefly of the choiceft Portland ftone. 

iVefaid, too, that this artift's faces 
Ne'er paid a vifit to the Graces : 

That on Expreffioriy he can never brag : 
Yet for this article hath he been ftudying ; 
But in it, never could furpafs a pudding — 

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding bag. 

I dare not fay that Mifler West 

Cannot found criticifm impart : 
I'm told the man with tecb?iicals is blefl. 

That he can talk a deal upon tlie art : 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it — 
" About it, goddefs, and about it!" 

Thus, then, is Mifter West deferving praife ; 

And let my juftice the fair laud aflford ; 
For, lo ! this far-fam'd artift cuts both ways ; 

Exaftly like the Angel Gabriel's fword: 

The 
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The beauties of the art, his converje (hows j 
His eanva/sj almoft ev'ry thing that's bad I 

Thus at th* Academy, we muft fuppofe, 
A man more ufeful never could be had i 

Who in himfelf, a hoft, fo much can do; 

Who is both precept and example too# 



O D E V. 

Great advice is given to gentlemen authors— To Mr. Webb a 
Mr. H. Walpolb particularly — Peter (howeth wonder 
knowledge in the art of painting— Animadverteth on t 
SquiRE of Strawberry Hill, 

Astronomers fhouldtreatof ftarsandcome 

Doftors of ajfa fostida and vomits. 

And apoplexies, thofe light troops of Deaths 

That ufe no ceremony with our breath ; 

Ague and dropfy, jaundice and catarrh. 

The grim-look tyrant's heavy horfe of war. 

Farriers (hould write on farcys and the glanders 5 
Bug-doftors, only upon bed-diforders ; 

Farmers, on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geefe J 
Nightmen alone, on aromatic ordures, [gande 

T 
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The trdfts fhould on painting folely write ; 

Like David, then they may " good things indite.** 

But when the mob of gentlemen 

Defcrt their province, and take up the pen. 

The Lx)rd have merqr on the art ! 

Their crow-quills can no light impart. 

This verfe be thine. Squire Webb* — it is thy due: 

knd Mifter Horace WalpoleI, what think j^ok? 

Horace, 

• AutLor of a Trcatife on Painting, who fecms to difplay a 
greater parade of erudition than real knowledge in the art. 

f A gentleman once refpe.fted in the lit?erary world ; an amateur, 
but by no means a contuiffkur in painting, and a wholefalc dealer 
in flummery to people of worship. When Mr. H. Walpolc 
penned his flattering advcrtifementf, he fhould have confidcred 
that the province of an hiftorian is impartial truth. Let us fee how 
ke has acquitted himfelf. — " Pofterity (writcth Mr. W.) appre- 
•' ciates impartially the works of the dead. To pofterity he leaves 
*' the continuation of thefe volumes ; and recommends to the lovers 
** of arts the induftry of Mr. Vertue, who prefer ved notices of all 
*' his contemporaries> as he had colleded of paft agesj and thence 
•* gave Irirth to this work. In that fupplement will not be for- 
•' gotten the wonderful progrefs, in miniature, of Lady Lucan, 
" who has arrived at copying the moft exquifitc works of Ifaac 
" and Peter Oliver, Hoikins and Cooper, with a genius that 
•* almoft depreciates thofe mailers, when we confider that they 
" {pent their lives in attaining pcrfcdUon ; and who, foaring 
•* above their modcft timidity, has transferred the vigour of 
•* Kaphael to her copies in water-colours. There will be re- 

" corded 

J yidt Anecdotes ©f Pa-ntin^, Vul. rV, Pije x-. 
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Horace, thou haft fomc trifling taftc and fcnfe; 
Then don't, of folly, be at fuch expcnce; 

** corded the living etchings of Mr. H. Bunbury, the feconc 
•* Hogarth> the firft imitator who ever folly equalled his origi 
«* nal; and who, like Hogarth, has more humour when h 
*• invents^ than when he illuftrates— probably becau(e genlu< 
•• can draw from the fources of nature with more fpirit than 
" from the ideas of another. Has any painter ever executed ft 
«• fccnc, a charafter of Shakefpeare, that approached to the 
«* prototype fo near as Shakefpeare himfelf attained to nature ? 
«* Yet is there a pencil in a living hand as capable of prononn- 
^* cing the palTions as our unequalled poet ; a pencil not only 
•» infpircd by his infight into nature, but by the graces and taftc 
•* of Grecian artiils. But it is not fair to excite the curiofity of 
•* the public, when both the rank and baihful merit of the pof- 
«• feflbr, and a too rare exertion of fuperior talents, confine 
•* the proofs to a narrow circle. Whoever has fecn the draw- 
*' ings, and bas-reliefs, deligned and executed by Lady Diana 
'* Beauclerc, is fenfiblc that theic imperfed encomiums are &r 
•* fliort of the excellence of her works. Her portrait of the 
•' Duchcfs of Devonfhire, in feveral hands, confirms the truth 
*' of part of thefc aflertions. The nymph-like fimplicity of 
•' the figure is equal to what a Grecian flatuary would have 
«* formed for a dryad or goddefs of a river. Bartolozzi's print 
** of her two daughters after the drawing of the fame lady, is 
** another fpecimen of her fmgular genius and tafte. The giy 
•' and fportive innocence of the younger daughter, and the 
•' demure application of the elder, are as charadleriftically con- 
*• trafled as Milton's Allegro and Penferofo. A third female 
** genius is Mrs. Darner, daughter of General Conway^ in a 
" walk more difficult and far more uncommon than' painting. 
" The annals of ftatuary record few artifts of the fair (ex, and 
*' not one that I recoiled of any celebrity. Mrs. Darner's bufti 

** from 



FAREWELL ODES^ FOR M^DCC^LXXXVI. 1 59 

Do not to Lady Luc an * pay fuch court ; 
Her better knowledge will not thank thee for't. 

Ah! 

I " from the life are not inferior to the antique ; and theirs, we are 
" fore, were not more like. Her Ihock dog, large as life, and 
" only not alive, has a loofenefs and foftnefs in the curls tliat 
** feemed impoilible to terra-cotta : it rivals the marble one of 
" Bernini in the rojral colle6lion. As the ancients have left us 
" hat Eve animals of equal merit with their human figures, 
" namely, the Barberini goat, the Tufcan boar, the Mattel 

. •* eagle, the eagle of Strawberry-hill, and Mr. Jenning's, now 

! ** Mr. Duncombe's, dog, the talent of Mrs. Darner muft appear 
" in the moft dif!ingui(hed light. Aided by fome inflrudlions 
*' from that maftcrly ftatuary Mr. Bacon, (he has attempted and 
** executed a bull in marble. Ceracchi, from whom firft iho 
•' received four or five leflbns, has given a whole figure of her 
*' IS the Mufe of fculpture, in which he has happily prefervcd 
** the graceful lightnefs of her form and air." — Such is the praife ! 
Mai/ucb the o^Jeds of it ! 

But we have another crow to pull with Mr. W, (I beg his par- 
don, the Earl of Orford) before we part. Speaking of 
Vak dyke's marriage to a daughter of Lord Go wry, he thus 
taiprefifes himfelf: " Towards the end of his (Vandyke's) life, 
•* the King beftowed on him for a wife, Mary, the daughter 
•* of the unfortunate Lord Go wry, which, if moaned as a 
** fignal honour, might be calculated too to ^1/;^ the difgraccd 
•* Bunily, by conneding them ^miih the bleed of a fainter, ^^ 
Such is the liberal fpirit of the hillorian of Strawberry Hill ! 

Jtch is the refleclion from the pen of a man who pretends to 
almofl an adoration for the Michael Angeles, the RafFacUcs, 
the Corrcgios, the Titians, the Reynold. c:;: a rcflc6lion that 

dares mention the vanity of title, and the D 1 v i m t y of G B n 1 u s , 

in the fame fentence ; the trumpery prcTent of Kings, and the 

grcated gift of the Almighty ! 

• A lady of fome ingenuity in the miniature department. 



*■ 
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Ah ! don't endeavour thus to dupe her. 
By fwcaring that fhe equals Cooper ** 

So grofs the flattery, feith! it fcems to fhow 
That verily thou doft not know 

The powers requir'd for copying a fiSurc, 
And thofe for copying Dame Nature; 
Alas ! a much more arduous matter ! 

So don't expofe thyfelfi but mind my ftridurc. 

Thou 'It lay it was mere compliment; 
That nothing elfe was thy intent. 

Although it might difgrace a boy at fchool: 
I grant the fa6t, and think that no man 
Says or writes fillier things to woman ; 

But flill 'tis making each of you a fooI« 

Yet, Horace, think not that I write 
Through fpite ; 
Think not I read thy works widi jealous pain*; 
Lord ! no ! although no fevouritc with me. 
Thou mayji be fomething of a bel efprit : 

Let me not damn the windmill of thy brain; 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill, 
Juft fit to grind for folk round Strawb'rfy Hill ! 

o 

famous miniature-painter in the time of Cromwell, 



f »«i 3 



O D E VI. 

•PiTBR ftill continueth to give great advice, and to exhibit 
deep reflexion. — He telleth a miraculous (lory. 



o' 



1 HERE b a knack in doing many a thing 
Which labour cannot to perfeftion bring : 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes. 
Pray do not hints from other folks, dcfpife : 

Kfaol on forricthing great, zx, times, may ftumble. 

And confequently be a good advifer j 
On which, for ever, your wife men may fumble, 

And never be a whit th? wifer. 

Yes ! I advife you, for there's wifdom in't. 
Never to rife fuperior to a hint : 

The genius of each man, with keennefs view { 
A ffark^ from this or that man, caught. 
May kindle, quick as thought, 

A glorious bonfire up, in you. 

Vol. L M a quef- 
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A queftion of you, let me beg— 
Of fam*d Cplunibus and his egg. 
Pray, haye you heard? — " Yes*" — Qh, then if y 

I'll ^ve you the two Pilgrinos and the Peas. 

THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS, 
A TRUE STORY. 

A BRACE of finners, for no good, 

Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's fhrinc. 

Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, ftone, wood. 
And, in a curl'd white wig, Ipok'd wond'rous fir 

Fifty long miles had thofe fad rogues to travel. 
With fomething in their flioes much worfe than gravi 
In fhort, their toes, fo gende, to amufe. 
The pripft had prder'd peas into their fhoes : 

A noflrum famous in old Popifli times 
For purifying fouls that flunk with crimes i 

A fort of apoftolic fait. 

That Popifli parfons for its powers exalt 
For keeping fouls of finners fwect, 
Juft as our kitchen fait keeps meat* 
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TThe knaves fet off on the fame day, 
Feas in their (hoes, to go and pray -, 

But yery different was their fpeed, I wot : 
One of the finncrs gallop'd on. 
Light as a bullet from a gun j 

The other limp'd as if he had been fliot. 

One faw the Virgin foon — -peccavi cry'J— 
Had his foul whitewalh'd all fo clever ; 

Then home again he nimbly hied; 
Made fit, with faints above, to live for even 

In coming back, however, let me fay. 

He met his brother rogue, about half way ; 

Hobbling with outftretch'd bum and bending knees 5 

Damning the fouls and bodies of the peas ; 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in iweat. 

Deep fympathizing with his groaning feet. 

•'How now!" the light- toed, whitewafh'd pilgrim 
" You lazy lubber !"— [broke— 

" Ods curfe it!" cried the other, " 'tis no joke — 

** My feet, once hard as any rock, 
" Are now as foft as blubber. 

Ma " Excufc 
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*^ Excufe mc, Virgin Mary, that I fwcar; 
" As for Lorctto, I fhall not get there : 
*' No ! to the Dev'l my finfiil foul muft go 1 
*^ For damme if I ha'n't loft ev'ry toe. 

*^ But, brother finner, do explain 
** How 'tis that you are not in pain; 

f^ What Pow'r hath work'd a wonder for your toes : 
*^ Whilft /, juft like a fnail, am crawling, 
?f Now fwearing, now on Saints deyoutly bawling, 

*^ Whilft not a rafcal comes to eafe my woes ? 

" How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 

^' Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, bum ye !' • 
f' Why," cry'd the other:^ grinning, '^ you muft know, 
'^ That juft before I ventured on my journey, 
" To walk a little more at eafe, 
*5 I took the liberty to boil my peas.'* 



ODS 
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ODE Vli. 

i*STER grinneth delicioufly at the blind idolatry of the prefcnt 
age for the ancient mailers ; and alfo at the illiberality of 
artiUs of the prefent day^ towards each other. 

X OUNG mfen, be cautious of each critic word 
That, blafphcmous, may much offence affbrd j 

I mean, that wounds an ancient mafter's fame : 
At Titian, Giiido, Julio, Veronefe, 
Vour length' ning phiz let admiration feize. 
And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name* 

Ev*n by a print-fhop (hould you chance to pafs. 
Adore their effigy infide die glafs : 

Juft asj with Papiftsi the religious care is, 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrowbones 
To bees- wax faints, bons-dieux of ftones^ 

And beech, or deal, or wainfcot Virgin Marys. 

Whatever their errors, they no more remain ) 
For Time, like fullers' eardi, takes out each ftain; 
Nay more — on faults that modem works would tamifl)^ 
Time Ipreads a facred coat of varnilh. 

M 3 Spare 
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Spare not on brother artifts' backs, the lalh; 
Put a good wire in't — let it Jlajb; 

Since ev'ry ftroke with int'reft is repaid : 
For, though ye cannot kill the man outright. 
Yet, by this effort of your rival fpite. 

Fifty to one if ye don't fpoil his trade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neft : — 
The maxim's not amifs— pr^^/i/i;^^ efi. 



ODE VIIL 



The Poet inquireth into the ftate of the Exhibition'— Lalheth 
Father Time for making great geniuses, and deftroying them— 
Praifeth Reynolds — Fancieth a very curious dialogue be« 
tween King Alexander and the Deer, the fubje^ of Mr^ 
West's pidlure — Turncth to Mr: West's Refurredion, 

W ELL, Mufe ! what is there in the Exhibition? 

How thrive die beauties of the graphic art J 
Whofc racing genius feems in beft condition 

For Glory*s plate to ftart? 



SiJC 
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Say what fly rogues old Fame cajok ? 
Speak^ who hath bribed her thimpct, or who ftolc ? 
For much is prais'd diat ought in fires to mourn i 
Nay^ what would er'n difgrace a fire to burni 

What artift boafls a Work fublime. 
That mocks the teeth of raging Timi ? 
Old fool! who, after he hath form'd with pains 
A genius rare. 
To make folks ftare. 
Knocks out his brains : 
like children, dolls creating with high brags i 
Then tearing all their handy- works to rags* 

Lo! Reynolds fliines with undiminifh'd ray! 
Kcepsj like the bird of Jove, his diftant way 2 
*- Yet, fimple portrait ftrikes too oft our eyes ; 

Whilft Hist'ry, anxious for his pencil, figh$# 

We don't defirc to fee on canvas live. 

The co^ of a jowl of lead. 
When for th' original we Would not give 

A iinall pin's head. 

M 4 This 
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This year, of pidhire, Miftcr West 

Is quite a Patagonian maker : 
He knows that bulk is not a jeft ; 

So gives us painting by the acre. 

But ah! this Artist's brufli can never brag 
Upon King Alexander and the Stag; 

For, as they play'd at loggerheads a rubber. 
We furely ought to fee a handfome battle 
Between the Monarch and the Piece of Cattle; 

Whereas each keeps his diftance, like a lubber. 

His Majesty, upon his breech laid low, 
Sttms preaching to his horned jfbe; 
Obferving what a very wicked thing, 
To hurt the facred perfon of a King : 

And feems, about his bufinefs, to intreat him 

To march, for fear die hounds fliould ^at him. 

The Stag appears to fay, in plaintive notc^ 
" I own. King Alexander,* my offence: 
" True ! I've not fliow'd my loyalty^ nor fenlei 

•^ So bid your luintfnicn come and cut my throat/' 



Tk 
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The cavahy, adom*d with fair ftone bodies. 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder ftaring; 

And on their flinty backs, a fet of noddies. 
Not one brafs farthing for their Master caring. 

Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty fpear 
To fave the owner of the Scottifh crown ; 

Which, harmlefs hanging o'er the gaping deer. 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. 

Another, on a pegafus, comes flying ! 
His phiz, his errand much belying ; 
For if he means to l^a^e the beafl: fo cruel, 
God knows, 'tis with a face of water-gruel. 



So then, fweet Mufe, the pidure boafts no merit*^ 
As flat as difli-watcr, or dead fmall-beer— 
Or, what the mark is tolerably near. 

As heads of aldermen, devoid of fpirit, 

Well then ! turn round — view t'other fide the room. 
And fee his Saviour mounting from the tomb : 
k this mccc, tooi widi painting fins fo cramm'd, 
^>m to incrcafe the number of the damned? 

My 



} 
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My fentiments by no means I rcfiife— 

Was our Redeemer like tkax'ci^retcbed ibwgf 

I do not wonder that the cunning Jews 
Scom*d to acknowledge hinci for King ! 



ODE IX. 

Peter moralifeth^ and giveth good advice. 

-HiNVY and Jealousy, that pair of devils, 
StufF'd like Pandora's box with wond'roxjs erils^ 
I hate, abhor, abominate, deteft: 
Like Circe, turning man into a beaft. 

Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow j 
Their blackening pow'r refemblcs fmut in com^ 
Which kills the rifing ears that fhotild adom^ 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow* 

Yet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns ; 
Their poifon Iwells too many an artift's Teins; 
Draws from each labouring heart the fisarful figh^ 
And cafts a fallen gloom on ev'ry eye. 

BrvshiwC^ 
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iHMEN ! accept the counfel Peter fends, 
fcoms th' acquaintance of this brace of fiends : 
ould any, with unconnmon talents, tow'r; 
ny, is fupcrior fcicnce given ; 
I, kt the weaker feel their happier pow'r, 
plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n ! 

leas'd, like Reynolds, to direft the blind ; 
ho aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth; 
kids the ample volume of his mind, 
ith genius ftor'd, and Nature's fimple truth :- 

3, though a Sunt, refemblcs not his brotbtri 
?hofc beams fo full of jealoufy confpire, 
icnc'cr admitted to the room, to fmother 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire. 



CUE 
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ODE X. 

Pbtir fpeaketh JjguraHvely^AccommodsLtcth himfelf to vuk 
readers — Lafhech pretenders to fame^-Concludeth merrily. 

A MODEST love of praifc I do not blame; 
But I abhor a rape on Miftrefs Fame. 
Although the Lady is exceeding chaftc> 
Young forward bullies feizc her round the "^aifti 

Swear, nolens volens, that flic fliall be kifs'dj ^ 
And though flie vows flic does not like 'cm. 
Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to ftrike* a 

The faucy rafcals fl:ill perfifl:. j 

Reader ! of images, here's no confufion ; 
Thou therefore underfbnd'fl: the Bard's allufionJ 
But poflibly thou haft: a thickifli head; 

And therefore no vafl: quantity of brain 3 
Why then, my precious Pig of Lead, 

'Tis neceflfary to explain. 

Some artifl:s, if I fo may call 'em, ■ 

So ignorant (the foul fiend maul 'em !) ' 

M 
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[ere drivelers in the charming art. 

Are vaftly fond of being prais'd ; 

Wifli to the ftars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd: 
kod rais'd they fhould be, reader — from a €art. 

F^iappointed in fomc Stentor's tongue, 
Jpon tbmfelves they pour forth profe or fongj 

Or hmt it in fbme venal paper. 

And then heroically vapour. 

Slut prigs to immortality afpire. 
Who ftick their trafh around the room ! 
. ^Tn^ meriting a very different doom — 
mean the warmer regions of the fire ! 

lea^n knows, that I am anger'd to the foul, 
fo find fbme blockheads of their works fo vain ; 

6 proud to fee thern hanging cheek by jowl 
With &V,* whofe pow'rs the Art's high fame fuftain. 

To wondVous merit their pretenfion, 

)n fuch vicinity Jufpenfton^ 

Irings to my niind a not unpleafant ftory, 

JFhich, gentle readiers, let mc lay before ye : 

A fliabby 

• The Prcfidcnt. 
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A fhabby fellow chanc'd, one day, to meet 
The Britifh Roscius in the ftrect, 

Garrick, on whom our nation juftly brags; 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kmd embrace : 
** Good Sir, I do not recoUcft your face,'* 

Quoth Garrick — " No V replied the man of n^.< 



'^ The boards of Drury you and I have trod 

*^ Full many a time together, I am fure/'— \ 
** When?" with anoath,cry'dGARRicK — "forbyG-| 
" I never faw that face of yours before \ 
*^ What cliarafters, I pray, 
" Did you and / together play ?*' 



" Lord !" quodi the fellow, " think not that I mock I 
" Whenj(?«play'dHAMLET, Sir,/play'd theCocK.^f 

CD] 

• In the Ghoft Scene, 
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ODE XL 

kxER talketh ^ij^jj^ and howingly — Recommendeth it to Am 

L TiSTS to prefer pidures for their merit. Difcovereth mo- 

E fiod knowledge, an4 ihoweth, tiiat he not only hath kept 

^anpany with Tx^krs, bat Tid^dlt-makers — He fatirizeth the 

J^Sn/i^Cognolccnli-f— Praifeth his ingenioas neigl^boorj Sir 

|pSBUA. 

F>E not impos'd on by a name; 
But bid your eye the picture's merit trace: 
VoussiN at rimes in outline may be lame. 
And GuiDo's angels deftitute of grace. 

HTft lo ! a pifture of fbme famous fchool : 
^ A warranted old daub of reputation, 
Where charming Painting's almoft ev'ry rule 

Hath fufFer'd almoft ev'ry violarion. 
Oft hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes. 
Where Nature, banifh'd from thepifture, fighs; 

So fomc old DucHBss, as a badger gray. 

Her fiiags by Time, fure Dentist, fhatch'd away. 

With long^ lank, flannel cheeks i 
Where Age, in ev'ry wrinkled feature, 
Vnto the poor, weak, fhaking creature. 

Of d^th, unwdcoiYic tidings Q)cak? ; 

Draws 
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Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 
Becaufe her hufband chanc'd to be a Duke. 

How many pafteboard rocks, and iron fcas ; 

How many torrents wild, of ftill ftonc water; 
How many brooms, and broomfticks meant for trees, 

Becaufe the fancy 'd l&bours of Salvator,* 
Whofe pencil, too, moft grofsly may have blunder'^ 
Have brought the bleft poffeffor many a hundred ? 

Thus prove a crowds 2i Stainer,j- or AiAhTi\\, 

No matter for the fiddle's /(?«ff^; 
The fortunate possessor Ihall not bate ye 

A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound : 
And though what's vulgarly baptized a repj 
Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd dog cheap. 

It tickles one exceffively to hear 

Wife prating pedants the old mailers praifej 
Damning by wholefale, with farcaftic fneer, 

The wretched works of modem days ; 
Making at living wights fuch fatal pufhes. 
As though not good enough to wipe dieir brufhcs* 

• Salvator Rofa. f A German Fiddle-maker- 

X A maker of fiddles^ called Cremonas. 
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And yet on each wife cogno/cente afs, 

Who (hall for hours on paint and fculpture din ye, 
A perfon, with facility, may pafs 

RiCAUD for Raphael — Bacon for Bernini 5 
Or, little as an oven to Vesuvius, 
Will Tyler for Palladio or Vitruvius ! 

One would imagine, by the madd'ning fools 
Who talk of nodiing but the ancient fchools. 

And vilify the works of modem brains. 
They think poor Mother IsTature's art is fled. 
That now fhc cannot make a h^^d. 

Who took with old Italian nobs fuch pains ; 
Nay, turn'd a driv^leVy th^t hpr pgw'r b funk is. 
Tame foul ! fhe nothing now can make but monkeys. 

** Look at your fav'rite Reynolds," is their ftrain; 

" AUow'd by all, the Jirft in Europe's eye; 
'^ One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 

" WhenTiTiAN, Rubens, andVANDYKE,arenigh? 
" Say, what can Reynolds near Corregio's line?** 
Blinckards, permit me to inform yt—Jhinel 
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ODE XII. 

Peter increafeth in wifdom, and advi&th wifely — Seemed 
angry at the illiberality of Nature in the affair of his gooi 
acquaintance the Lord High Chancellor of Englani) 
and Mr. Pepper Arden — Peter treateth his readers witi 
love-verfcs of paft times. 

V^OPY not Nature's form too clojely^ 

Whcac'er (he treats th* original too grofsly : 

For when fhe gives deformity for graces 

Pray have a littk mercy on the face. 

Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter 

Some dreadful works of Teeming^ drunken Nature. 

As for example : Let us now fuppofe 
Thurlow's bkck fcowl, and Pepper Arden's nofe 
But when your pencil*s powers are bid to trace 
The fmilcs of Devonshire — Duncannon's grace 
To bid the bliifh pf beauteous * Campbell rile. 
And wake the radiance of Augusta's f eyes, 
(Gad ! Mule, thou art beginning to grow Ityyal) 
And paint the graces of the Princess Royal j 

Tr 

• Lady Charlotte. 

t Second daughter of the King. 



crn 



ire. 



noj 
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Try all your art— and when your toik are done, 
Tou fhow a flimfy meteor for a Sun. 

Or fliould your ikill attempt her face and air. 
Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my roving eye. 

The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair. 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 

Sweet Nymph ! — but, reader, take die ibng 
Which Cynthia's charms alone, inlpir'dj 

That left of yore the poet's tongue. 
When Love his raptur'd fancy fir'd* 

SONG. 

From ber^ alas! whofe fmile was love, 

1 wander to fome lonely cell : 
My fighs too weak the maid to move, 

I bid the flatterer Hope, farewell. 

fie all her Siren arts forgot. 

That fill'd my bofom with alarms : 
A.h ! let her crime, a little fpot. 

Be loft amidft a world of charms. 

N 2 As 
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As on I wander flow, my fighs 

At ev'ry ftep for Cynthia mourn: 

My anxious heart within me dies. 

And finking, whifpers, " Oh ! return." 

Deluded heart ! thy folly know. 
Nor fondly nurfe the fatal flame : 

By ahfence thou fliall lofe thy woe ; 
And only flutter at her name. 



Readers ! I own the fong of love is fweet ; 

Moft: pleafing to the foul of gentle Peter : 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat. 

Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the fame fweet metre. 



SONG TO DELIA. 

SAY, lonely maid, with down-cafl: eye, 
O Delia ! fay, with checks fo pale. 

What gives thy heart the lengthen'd figh. 
That tells the world a mournful tale ? 



I 
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Thy tears that thus each other chafe, 

Belpcak a bofom fwell'd with woe ; 
Thy fighs, a ftorm that wrecks thy peace. 

Which fouk like thine ihould never know^ 

tell me, doth fomc favoured youth. 

With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 
And leave thofe thrones of love and truth. 

That lip, and bofom of delight ? 

Perhaps to nymphs of other (hades. 

He feigns the foft, im affion'd tear j 
With figlis their eafy faith invades. 

That treach'rous won tby witlefs ear. 

Let not thofe maids diy envy move. 
For whom his heart may feem to pine 5 

That HEART will ne'er be bleft by love, 
Whofe guilt could force a pang from tbine. 



N 3 oDx 
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ODE xiir. 

Pious Peter acknowledgeth great obligations to the Reverend 
Mifter Martin LuTHER-f-Yet lamentetb tlie eiedtt of this 
Parson's reformation on Painting. 



E Protestants owe much to Martin Lir- 

THER, 

Who found to Heav'n a fhorter way and (mootherj 
And fhall not foon repay the obligation : 

Martin againft the Papifts got the laugh; 

Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 
To whitenels — bled and bang'd unto /alvation : 

As if fuch drubbings could expel their fins ; 

As if that Pow'r, whofc works with awe we view^ 
Grac'd all our backs with fets of comely fkins^ 

Then order'd us to beat them black and blue. 

Well then ! we muft confcfs for certain. 
That much we owe to brother Martin, 

Who alter'd, for the better, our religion v 
Yet, by it, glorious Painting much did lofci 
Was pluck'd, poor Goddess! like a goofci 

Or, for the rhyme-fake, like a pigeon. 

Mad 
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Mad at the Who&e of BABYLoir^ and BuLt^ 
Down from the churches nien began to ptiU 
l^iduresj that long had held a Idfty ftation ; 
t^iAimes of Saints^ of pioiis reputati6n> 

For curingi by a miracle, the ills 
l*hat now fo ftubbdrh yield not tcl devotionsj 
But lioto blifters, bolusesi and potions. 

That make fuch handfome Apothecaries bills* 

Down tumbled Anthony who preach'd to Sprats i 
And Hb * who held difcourfes with a Hoc, 
That, grunting, after him fo us'd to jog. 

Came down by favour of long iticks and bats« 

The Saints who grinn'd On fpitSj like ven'fon roafling ; 

Broiling on gridir'ns ; baking in an oven ; 
Or on a fork, like cheefe of Chefhire, toaftingj 

Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof fo cloven; 
All humbled to the ground were forc'd to fall, 
Spits, forks, and gridir'ns, ovens, dev'l and alL 

Ev'n Saints o^poor Old England's breeding, 
Jn wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding, 

N 4 Our 

♦ Commonly known by the nime of Pic Akthojty. 
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Our hot Reformers did as roughly handle: 
In troth, poor harmlefs fouls ! they met no quarter. 
But down were tumbled, Miracle and Martyr ; 

Put up in lots, and fold by inch of candle. 

Had we been Papifts — Lord ! we ftill had {ccn 
Devils and Devils mates, young pimping lianr 

Tempting the blu(hing Nuns of frail fifteen. 

With gangs of ogling, rofy, wanton Friars: 
Which Nuns, fo pure, no love-lpecch could cajole; 
Who Jlarv*d the body, to preferve the foul. 

Then had we feen St. Dennis with his head 
Frefli in his hand, and, with afFeftion, kifling ; 

As if the nob, that from his fhoulders fled. 

By knife or broad-fword, never had been miffing : 

Then had we feen, upon their friendly coating. 

Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, floating. 

IVe feen a Saint on board a fliip. 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papifts pray. 

Well flogg'd from ftem to ftern, by birch and whip. 
Poor wooden fellow ! twenty times a day : 

Pull'd 
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?uird by the nofe, and kick'd — call'd lubber, 0V^1> 
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 

. oft thefe things have brought a profp'rous gale> 
^hcn pray'rs and curies have been found to fail* 
Sw, had we Papifk been, had grac'd our churches, 
Its, feamen, nofe-puUing, kicks, whips, and birchcs% 



ODE XIV. 

Peter attacketh theR.A.'s* 

JL E Royal Sirs, before I bid adieu. 
Let me inform you, Jome deferve my praife : 

lilt truft me, gentle 'Squires, ye are but few 
Whofe names would not difgrace my lays ; 

You'll fay, with grinning, fharp, farcaftic face, 

* We nriuft be badindeedy if that's die cafe." 
Why, if the truth I muft declare. 
So, gendc 'fquires, you really are ! 

Tm greatly pleas'd, I muft allow, 

To fee the foreigners beat hollow ; 
Who ftole into that dome the Lord knows hoW) 

(1 hope to God no more will follow) : 



Wl)<^, 



; 
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Who, curs'd with a poor Ihiv'ling fpiritj 
Were never known to vote for merit i— • 

Poor narrow-minded imps^ 
Hanging together juft like flirimps# 
I own, (fo litde they have merited} 

That from yon noble dome. 

Made almoft an Italian and French hpmcj 
I long to fee the vermin ferreted* 

Yet Where's the houfe, however watch'd by cats. 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 
Or, if a prettier fimile may pleafc. 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 
Or if 2i prettier ^/7/— what London rugs 
Have not at times been vifited by bugs? 



oo: 
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ODE XV. 

PiTiR taketh leave— Difplayetli wonderful learning— Seemeth 
feny to part with his Readers — Adminiftereth crambs of 
comfort. 

JVIY dearcft readers ! 'tis with grief I tell. 
That now, for ever, I muft bid farewell ! 

Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat yc, 

Valete: 
And if you like the Lyric Peter's oddity^ 

Plaudite. 
Rich as a Jew am I in Latian lore — 
So, claflic readers, take a fentence more : 
hdcbrum efi monjlrari digito^ et dicier htc eft ! 

Says Juvenal, who lov'd a bit of A^ame: 
In Englifli — Ah ! 'tis fwect among the thickcfl: 
To be found out, and pointed at by ?uime. 



To he2Lr the Jbr inking Great exclaim, *^ That's Peter, 
" Who makes much immortality by metre ; 
^ Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
* And cares no more for Kings than Kings for him /" 



k^ 



Yet 



; 
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Yet one word more before we part : 
Should any take it grievoufly to heart ; 
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin. 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin -, 
Put on a poor defponding face, and pine, 
Becaufe that Peter the Divine 
Refolves to give up Painting Odes ; 
By all the rhyming Goddcfles and Gods, 
I here, upon a poet's word, proteft. 
That if it is the world's requeft 

That I again in Lyrics fhould appear; 
Lo ! rather than be guilty of the fin 
Of lofing George the Third one subject*s Jiifr^ 

My LvRic Bagpipe Ihall be tun'd next year. 



THi 



THE 



L O U S I A D. 



A N 



HEROI-COMIC POEM. 



CANTO I. 



Prima Syracofio dignata eft ludere verfu 

Koftra, nee erubuic fylvas habitare Thalia ; 

Cum cinerem reget et prxliay Cynthias aorem 

VftUit et admonuit VlftCitk 

I, who fo lately in my Lyric layt 

Sung to the praife and glory of R. A.*8 ; 

And fweetly tun^d to Love the melting line. 

With Otid's art, and Sappho^s warmth divine ; 

Said, (nobly daring !) « Muss, exalt thy wings, 

*< Love and the Sons of Canvas quit for Kings.** 

Apollo, laughing at my powers of fong, 

Cr)''d <«Pete» Pjndar, prithee hold thy tongue.** 

But I, like Poets, fclf-fufficlent grown, 

Keply'd, "Apollo, prithee hold thy own** 



TO THE READEl^. 



CENTLB I.^ADIR» 

T it oeceflaiy to inform thee, that His Majefty actually 
vered^ fome time ago, as he fat at table, a Louse on 
pUte. The emotion occafioned by the unexpeAed 
ance of fuch a gaeft can be better imagined than 
ribed. 

An tiXBt was, in confequence, paiTed for fhaving the 
Sooks, Scullions, &c. and the unfortunate Louse con- 
emned to di.e^ 

Such is jthc foundation of the Lousiad. — With what 
egree of merit the Poem is executed, the 2/;icritical as 
^U as critical Reader >yiU decide* 

The iogeoious Author, who ought to be allowed to 
loow fomewhat of the matter, hath been heard privately 
b declare, that, in hU opinion, theBatrachomyomachia of 
bmer, the Secchia Rapita of TafToni, the Lutrin of 
oileau, the Difpenfary of Garth, and the Rape of the 
iock of Pope, are not to be compared to it ; and to ex- 
him at the fame time^ with all the modefl afTurance of 
n author—* 

Cedite, fcriptores Romani ; ccdite, Graii— 
Nil omim in terrisy Ltujiaiay melius. 

Vhich, for the fake of the mere Englifli Reader, is thus 
leautifully tranilated : 

Roman and Grecian Authors, great and fmall. 
The Auduvof the Lousiad beats you all. 

THE 



THE ARGUMENT- 

THE Proemium— Defcription of the Louse's Fall — I 
his Wife and Family — A wonderfully fublimc Sin 
Cow — Difcovery of the Louse by His Majcfty— Tl 
Horror and A/coniflinient on feeing him— equal to th 
at Mr. Fox's Attempt on Prerogative — at Mr. Burk i 
ful Defalcation of the Royal Table — equal to that 
jelly felt in a Tumble from his Horfc— equal to thie h 
difappointed Venifon Eaters— of a Serjeant at Ls 
Country Girl — of a Petit-Maitre faluted by a ( 
fweeper — of the Devil when pinched by St. Dunst 
hottongs— of Lady WoRSLEY— of Sam House the 
of Billy Ramus — of Ktnaston, the 'Squire of L 
»-of the perjured Christopher Atkinson — of ti 
of AsTURiAf— of the King of Spain — of Dr. ]• 
and Dr. Wilson — Defcripti9n of His Majelly's 
moft naturally and wittily compared to a Dumpl 
Majefty's Speech to the Queen— Her Majefty's moft 
and ftiort Anfwer — The (hort Speech of the beauti 
Ccflesr^His Majefty's rough Rejoinder — The Fear tl 
on the Queen and her Children — beautiful Apoftrop 
Princeflcs— The King's Speech to the Pages— The 
able to eat — The Queen able — The King's Orders j 
J^QUIE — Defcription of Dixqn the Cook M^or— h 
•—A Speech of the Cooks — Fine Simile of Bubble and 
thought more fublimo than that of Homer's Black Pi 
Speech of a Scullion — of a Scullion's Mate— ^f a Tu 
•^Nable Comparifon of a Tartar Monarch after be hi 
•«^A long and wife Speech of a Yeoman of th^ Kitch 
Cpok's Approbation of the Yeoman's Speech — Grar 
of a Sam and its Lodgers fet on fire by Lightnii 
^QPQluding Speech of the Cook Major, 



THE 



O U S I A D. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 

A HE Louse I fing, who, from fome head unknown. 
Yet bom and educated near a throne, 
Dropp'd down — (lb will'd the dread decree of Fate !) 
With legs wide fprawling on the Monarch's plate : 
^Far firom the raptures of a wife's embrace; 
. Far fix)m the gambols of a tender race. 
Whole litde feet he taught with care to ''tread 
Amidft the wide dominions of the head ; 
^Lcd them to daily food with fond delight. 
And taught the tiny wand'rers where to bite ; 
, To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails, 
' When hoftile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails : 
Far from thofe pleafing fcenes ordain'd to roam, 
Like wife Ulyffes, from his natii^e home; 
VoL.L O Yet, 
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Yet, like that fage, though forc*d to roarn and moun^ j 
Like him, alas ! not fated to returns i 

*Who, full of rags and glory, faw his boy* 
And wifef again, and dog J that dy'd for joy. 
Down dropp'd the lucklefs Louse, with fear appan*4i , 
And wept his wife and children as he fprawl'd. 
Thus, on a promontory's mifty brow, 
The PoET*s eye, with fqrrow, faw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and fhccp. 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy fteep; 
No more to reign a queen amongft the catdc. 
And urge her rival beaus, the bulls, to batde; 
She fcll^, remembering ev'ry roaring lover. 
With all her wild courants in fields of clover. 
Now on his legs, amidft a thoufand woes^ 
The Louse, with judge-like gravity, arofc: 
.|Je wanted not a motive to entreat him, 
Bcfide the horror that the King might cat himi 
The dread of gafping on the fatal fork. 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork« 
Or drowmng 'midft the lauce in difmal dump% 
Was full enough to naakc hinr^ ftir his ftmnps, 

Vaia 

• Tclcmachtti. f Penelope, 

X Argus, for whofc hiftory, fee the Odyfiey. 
% — morieiu dnlces reminifcitar Argos, Vi»#. 
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Tain hope of ftscaling unperceiv'd away ! 

He might as well have tarried where he lay, 

Jcen was the Louse, as with the Royal brood 

Dur hungry King amus'd himfelf with food j 

Which proves (though fcarce believ'd by one in ten) 

That Kings have appetites like common men ; 

And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 

Kings feed on folids lefs refin'd than air. 

Pain^ heav'nly Mufe, the look, the very look. 

That of the Sovereign's face pofleflion took 

When firft he few the Louse, in folemn ftate. 

Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate ! 

Yet, could a Louse a Britilh King furprifc. 

And like a pair of faucers ftretch his eyes ? 

The litde tenant of a mortal head. 

Shake the great Ruler of three realms with dread ? 

Gocxl Lord ! (as fomebody fublimely fings) 

What great effcfls arife from little things ! 

As many a loving fwain and nymph can teU, 

Who, following Nature's law, have lov'd too well I 

Not with more horror did his eyes behold 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 
V^hcn Triumph hung upon his plotting brains. 
And destf Prerogative was juft in chains : 

O 2 Not 
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Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulfive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the crime ! 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true Juhlime^ 
And, cat-like, watchful of die flefli and fifli, 
Cribb'd from the Royal table many a difh 5 
Saw ev'ry flice of bread and butter cut. 
Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut ; 
And gaug'd (compos'd upon no fneaking fcale) 
The Monarch's belly like a caflc of ale ; 
Convinc'd that, in his fcheme of ftate-falvation. 
To ftarve * the Palace, was to fave the Nation : 
Not more aghaft he look'd, when, 'midft the couH 
He tumbled, in a ftag-chafe, from his horfe. 
Where all the Nobles decm'd their Monarch dead; 
But luckily he pitch'd upon his head. 

Not ViiNisoN Eaters at the vanifh'd fat. 
With ftomaclis wider dian a Quaker's hat : 

N 

* Ki5 MajcHy was really reduced fome time fince to am 
morLifying dilemma. The apples at dinner time having been, 
a too great liberality to the Royal children, expended ; tht Ki 
ordcicJ a fupply, i.jt was iiiformcd that th-j Board of Gre 
Clo I n would poiiiively allow no more. Lnragcd at the nn( 
pjvU'd and unroyal difappoin-.mcnt, he furioully put his hi 
into his pocket, took out ilxpence, font a Page for two-pcni 
worih of pippins, and received the cliange. 
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3t with more horror Mifter Serjeant Pliant 
3oks down upon an empty-handed client : 
ot with more horror flares the niral Maid, 
y hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, betray'd, 
y^ho fees her ticket a dire blank arife, 
!'oo fondly thought the twenty-thoufand prize, 
Nith which the fimple damfel meant, no doubt. 
To blefs her faithful fav'rite, Colin Clout, 

Notwith more horror flares each lengthened feature^ 
Of fome fine, fluttering, mincing petii-mattre. 
When of a wanton chimney-fweeping wag 
The beau's white veflment feels the footy bag : 
Not with more horror did the Devil look. 
When Dunflan by the iiofe the daemon took, 
(As gravely fay our legendary fongs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady Worfley, chafle as many 2l nun, 
Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun. 
When, rais'd on high to view her naked charms. 
He held the peeping Captain in his arms ; 
like David, that moll am'rous litdc dragon. 
Ogling fwect Bethfheba without a rag on : 

P 3 Not 
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Not more the great Sam Houfe* with horror ftar'd^ 
By mob affronted to the very beard; 
Whofc impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his fox's tail. 
And fluffed it, 'midft his thunders of applaufe. 
Full in the center of Sam*s gaping jaws. 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat. 
Of " Fox and Freedom !" ftopp'd the glorious notc^ 

Not with more horror Billy Ramus f ftar*d, 4 
When Puff J, the Prince's hair-drcffer, appcar'd 

Amidft ' 

• In Wcftminller Hall, where the /eufi (the author was }d 
about to {sLyno*f/en/e) of the people was to be taken on an eledkn* 

•|- Billy Ramus — emphatically and conftantly called by His 
Majefty Siliy Ramus ; one of the Pages who (haves the Son- 
reign, airs his fhirtSy reads to him, writes for him, and cotiadf 
anecdotes. 

I Puff, his Royal Highnefs's hair-dreflcr, who attending hi* 
at Windfor, the Prince, with his ufual good-nature, ordered UiB 
to dine with the Packs. The pride of the Pages inunedlttelf 
took fire, and a petition was difpatched to the King and Priacei ^ 
to be relieved from the diHrefsful circumilance of dining witht 
hair-drejfer. The petition was treated with the proper contenpC^ 
and the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their nafe 
or quit the table. With unfpeakable mortification Mr. Rio* 
and his brethren fubmitud\ but, like the poor Gentoos who 10^ 
their Caft^ have not held up their heads Jma. 
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Amidft their atting room> with dread defign^ 
To ^/ with Pages, and With Pages ii>^/ 

Not with more horror Glofter*s Duchcfe ftar'd^ 
When (bkft in nactaphor !) the King declared. 
That not of all her niongrcl breed, one whelp 
Should in the Rojral kennel ever yelp t 

Nof more that man fo fweet, fo unprepar'd. 
The gentle 'Squire of Leatherhead*, was fcar'd. 
When, after prayers fo good, and rare a fermon^ 
He found his front atuck^d by fierce Mils Vernon; 
Who meant (Thaleftris-like, difdaming fear !) 
To pour her foot in thunder on his riar% 
Who, in GoD*s houfef, without one grain of gracci 
Spiti like a vixen, in his Worihip's fece ; 
Then (hook her nails, as (harp as taylor fhesirs. 
That itch'd to fcrape acquaintance with his eah. 

O 4 Not 

* Kynafton u the nam« of the gentleman aiTailed by dit 
hrioiu Maid of Honour, for di&pprobadon of the lady as an 
icqaaintance for his wife. 

t Verily in the Housb of the Lord, on the Lord's Day« ia 
tke year of our Lord 17S5, in the village of Leatherhead, vk. 
tile county of Sorry, did this profane falival afiauk take place 
o& the pUz of 'Squire Rynafton« to the difgrace of his family* 
the wonder of the parfon, the horror of the clerk^ and di* 
ftvpc&ffion of the congregation. 
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Not Atkinfon* with ftronger terror Ihrtcd 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 
When Justice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ferious compliments to Kit; 
Afl^'d him a few Ihort queftions about com. 
And whifper'd, fhe believ'd he was forfworn ; 
Then hinted, that he probably would find. 
That though fhe fometimes wink'd, flic was not blind. 

Not more Asturias' Princefs f look'd affright, 
At breakfafl, when her fpoufe, die unpolite, 
Hurl'd, madly hecdlefs bodi of time and place, 
A cup of boiling coff^ee in her face ; 
Becaufe the fair one eat a butter'd roll. 
On which the felfiilli Prince had fix'd his foul : 
Not more aftonifh'd look'd that Prince to find 
His royal fadier to his face unkind ; 
Who, to the caufe of injur'd beauty won, 
Sciz'd on the proud probofcis of his fon, 

(Jul 

• Mr. Chriftophcr Atkinfon's airing on tlic pillory b fufl 
cicntly known to the public. 

t This quarrel between the Prince of Afturias and his PrL 
ccfs, with the interference of the Spanifti Monarchy as defcribi 
here, is not a poetic £6lion« but an abfoluta fad, that happeni 
not many nonths ago. 
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(Juft like a tiger bf die Lybian fhade, 
"Whofe furious claws the helplefs deer invade. 
And led him, till that fon its durance freed. 
By aflcing pardon for the brutal deed ; 
Led him thrice round the room (the ftory goes) 
Who foUow'd with great gravity his nofe, 
Rofolv'd at firft (for Spaniards are ftiff fluff) 
j*To aflc no pardon, though the fnout came off: 
Kot more aftonifti'd look'd that Spanilh King,* 
\ AVhene'erhe mifs'd a fnipe upon the wing : 
Not more aftonilh'd look'd that King of Spain, 
To fee his gun-boats blazing on the main : 
Not Doftor Johnfon more, to hear the tale 
Of vile Piozzi's marrying Miftrefs Thrale; 
^ Nor Doftor Wilfon, child of am'rous folly, 
V^hcn young Mac Clyfter bore off Kate Macaulay.f 

What 



• His Moll Catholic Majefly's (hooting merits arc univerfelly 
'dwowlcdgcd. Though far advanced in years, he is flill the 
•Wration of his fubjeAs, and the envy of^his brother Kings, 
^•aSHOT ; and it is w^ll known, that even on thofe days when 
^c Royal Robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets are 
^'^fcd with gun flints, fcrews, hammers, and other implements 
^^^e&ry to the deftrudlion of fnlpcs^ partridges, and wild pigs. 

t The fair Hiilorian. 
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What dire emotions (hook the Monarch's foul! 
Jufl like two billiard balls his eyes 'gan rolls 
Whilft anger all his Royal heart poflefsM, 
Thatj fwellingj wildly bump'd againl): his breaft^ 
Bounc'd at his ribs with all its might fo ftout. 
As refolutely bent on jumping out, 
T' avenge, with all its pow'rs, the dire difgracc, 
"* " nobly fpit in the offender's face. 

Sm a large dumpling to its cell confin'df 
(A vei|r apt allufion, to my mind) 
Lies fira§, until the water waxeth hot> 
Then buttles *midft the tempeft of the pot: 
In vain ! — the lid keeps down the child of doughi 
That bouncmg, tumbling, fwcating, rolls below. 

« What's that 1 what's that!" th* aftonifti'd Monardl 

cries, 
(Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
*« What monfter's that, that's got into the houfc? 
" Look, look, look, Charly I is not that a loufc?" 
The Queen look'd down, and feid, " Mine GottI 

^ good la! 
And with a fmilc the grey-back'd stranger law. 
Each Princels ftrain'd her lovely neck to fee. 
And, with another fmile, exclaim'd, «*Goodmc!"— 

«' Mine 
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Mine Gotc ! Gbod me ! is that all you can fiy^*' 
hir gracious Monarch cry'd, with huge difmay.) 
What ! what I a filly vacant fmilc take place 
Upon your Majcfly's and children's face, 
Whilft that vile Louse (loon, foon to be unjointcd !} 
A&onts the prcfcnce of the Lord's Anoimtsd !'* 

Dalh'd» as if tax'd with Hell's moft deadly fins, ' 
he Queen and Princefles drew in their chins, ^ 

X)k'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, . 
id, very prudent, * word fpake never more/' "^ 
ecct M^ds! the beauteous boaft of Britain's IDc^ 
)cak— were thofe peerlefe lips forbid to fmilc ? 
ips ! that the foul of fimple Nature moves— 
)rm'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves ! 
ps of delight! unftain'd by Satire's gall ! 
ps] that I never kifs'd^ — and never (halL 

Now, to each trembling Page, a poor mute moufe, 
\t pious Monarch cried, *^ Is this your Loufe?*' 
Ah! Sire," (reply'd each Page with pig-like whine) 
An't pleafe your Majefly, it is not mine." 
Nottbiuef" (the hafty Monarch cried agen) .. 
What? what? what? what? what? who the devilV 
then?" 

Now 



.< 
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Now at this fad event the Sovereign, fore. 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful niore : 
His wifer Queen, her gracious ftomach ftudying. 
Stuck mod devoutly to the beef and puddings 
For Germans are a very hearty fort. 
Whether begot in Hog-ftyes or a Court j 
Who bear (which (hews their hearts are not of ftonc 
The ills of odiers better than their own. 

Grim Terror felz'd the fouls of all the Pages, 
Of different fizes, and of different ages j 
Frightened about their penfions or their bones. 
They on each other gap'd li}ce Jacob's fons ! 

Now to a Page, but which we can*t determine. 
The growling Monarch gave the plate and vermin: 
^^ Watch well that blackguard animal," he cries, 
•^ That foon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies ! 
^* Watch, like a cat, diat vile marauding Louse, 
*^ Or George fhall play the devil in the houfe, 
** Some Spirit whifpers, that to Cooks I owe 
*^ The precious vifitor that crawls below; 
<^ Yes, yes ! the whifp'ring Spirit tells me true, 
** And foon (hail vengeance all their locks purfuc. 

<* Coofc 
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'* Cooks, fcourers, fcuUions too, with tails of pig, 
" Shall lofe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig.** 
Thus roar'd the King — not Hercules fo big; 
And all the Palace ccho'd — " Wear a wio;!" 



•o' 



Fear, like an ague, ftruck the pale-nos*d Cooks, 
And dafh'd the beef and mutton from their looks; 
Whilft from each cheek the rofe withdrew its red. 
And Pity blubber'd o'er each menac'd head. 



But lo ! the great Cook-major * comes ! his eyes 
' Fierce as the redd'ning flame that roads and fries i 
' His cheeks like bladders, with high pafTion glowing. 
Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter's when blowing, 
A neat white apron his huge corpfe embrac'd, 
Ty'd by two cojnely firings about his waift : 
An apron that he purchas'd with his riches. 
To guard from hoftile greafe his velvet breeches— 
An apron that, in Monmouth-Street high hung. 
Oft to the winds with fweet deportment fwung. 



^* Ye fons of dripping, on your Major look ! 
(In founds of deep-ton'd thunder cry'd the Cook) 

" By 

• Dixon* 
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** By this white apron, that no more can hope 
*' To join the piece in Mifter Inklc^sihopi 
«' That oft hath held the bed of Palace meat, 
<* And from this forehead wip*d the briny fweat; 
*• I fwear this head difdains to lofe its locks ; 
•' And thofc that do not, tell them they are Bhcb. 
'* Whofc head, my Cooks, fuch vile difgracc endures f 
•* Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours? 
•' Ten thoufand cn^wlers in that head be, hatch'd^ 
*'. For ever. itching, but be never fcratch'd ! 
'* Then may the charming perquifite of greafe 
•* The Mammon of your pocket ne'er incrcafc s— 
•* Greafe ! that fo frequendy hath brought you coin, 
'^ From veal, pork, mutton, and the great Sir Loin. 
" O brothers of the fpit, be firm as rocks : 
'' Lo ! to no King on earth I yield thefe locks* 
•' Few are my hairs behind, by age endear'd !— 
" But, few or many, they (hall not be fhear*d. 

" Sooner ftiall Madam Schwellenberg,* the jade, 
" Yield up her fev*rite perquifitcs of trade; 
*' Give up her facred Majefty's old gown^ 
<^ Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without fix>wns: 

She! 

f Miftrers of the Robei t»Her Majefty. 
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=* She ! Vifho for ever ftu4ics mifchicf— She ! 
^ Who foon will be as bufy as a bee, 
•* To get the liberty of locks enflav'd, 
•* And ev'ry harmlels cook and fcnllion fhav'd— • 
•' She, if by chance a Brifijh Servant Maid, 
•• By fome infinuating tongue betrayed, 
•* Induc'd the feir forbidden fruit to tafte, 
[•* Grows, lucklefe, fomwhat bigger in the waift; 
jl^ Rants, ftorms, fwcars, turns the penitent to door, 
[ •* Graced with the pretty names of B— ch and W — ^ 

■ ^ To range a proftitute upon the Town, 

■ •• Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown : — 
^ •• But, if a German Spidcr-brulher fails, 

•* Whofe nofegrows (harper, and whofe fhape tells tales ; 
^ Hufli'd is th* affair — the Queen and She, good 

dame, 
** Both club their wits to hide the growing (hame ; 
" Towed her, get fome fool — I mean fome wife man ; 
" Then dub the prudent Cuckold an Excifeman— 
I *^ She ! who hath got more infolence and pride, 
" God mend her heart ! than half the world befide : 
" She ! who, of guttling fond, fluffs down more meat,* 
•* Heav*n help her flomach ! than ten men can eat ! 
^' Ten men ! aye, more than ten — the hungry hag ! 
^ Why, zounds ! the woman's ftomach's like a bag : 

She I 
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*^ She ! who will fwell the uproar of the houfc, 
*^ And tell the King damn'd lies about the loufc; 
** When probably that loufe (a vile old trull !) 
'< Was born and nouriIli*d in her own gray fcull. 

*' Sooner the room fhall buxom Nanny* quit, 
** Where oft Ihe charms her matter with her wit; 
*^ Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing, 
" From honed courtiers to the thieves who fwing— 
*' Waits on her Sovereign wliile he reads difpatches, 
^* And wifely winds up ftate affairs or watches : 

^^ Sooner the Prince (may Heav'n his incoml* 
" mend!) 
" Shall quit his bottle, midrefs, or his friend ; 
*' Laugh at the drop on Misery's languid eye, 
*^ And hear her finking voice without a figh ; 
** Break for the wealtli of realms his facred word, 
** And let the world write coward on his fword : 
•' Sooner ftiall ham from fowl and turkey part, 
" And fluffing leave a calfs or bullock's heart: 
^* Sooner fhall toafted cheefe take leave of muftaid, 
*• And from the codlin tart be torn the cuftard: 

« Sooner 

• Buxom Nanny— a female fcrvant of the Palace, who coi* 
fcmdy attends the King when he reads difpatches. 
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^ Sooner thcfe hands the glorious haunch fhall fpoil, 

* And all our melted butter turn to oil: 

^* Sooner our pious King, with pious face> 

" Sit down to (Unner without faying grace ; 

** And cv'ry night falvation pray'rs put forth, 

** For Portland^ Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 

** Sooner fhall fafhion order frogs and fnaib, 

" And difhclouts flick eternal to our tails ! 

" Let George view Ministers with furly looks> 

" Abufe *em, kick *cm — but revere his Cooks !"— 

*' What/lofe our locks !" reply 'd the roafting crew, 

*' To Barbers yield *em ?— Damme if we do] 

* Be rtiav*d like foreign dogs one daily meets, 
** Naked and blue, and Ihiv'ring in the ftreets ! 
" And from the Palace be afham'd to range, 

" For fear the world fhould think we had the mange ; 

" By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 

** Broad-grinning wh — es, and ridiculing wives !'*— 

" Roufe, Opposition !'* roar*d a tipfey Cook, 
With hsmds a-kimbo, and bubonic look — 
" *Tis She alone our noble curls can keep— 
** Without HER, Ministers would fall afleep: 
" *Tis SHE who makes great men — our Foxes, Pitts, 
** And fharpens, whetftone-like, the Nation's wits: 
Vol. I. P " Knocks 
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** Knocks oflF your knaves and fook, however great, 

** And, broom-like, fweeps the cobwebs of the Sutc: 

*^ In calks like fulphur that expels bad air, 

** And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weathir to; 

«^ A6ts like a gun, that, fir'd at gathered foot, 

** Preferves the chimney and the houfe to boot: 

•* Or, like a fchool-boy's whip, that keeps up tops, \ 

** The finking Realm, by flagellation, props, \ 

** Our Monarch muft not be indulged too far; 

^[ Befides ! I love a litde bit of war. 

'* Whether to crop our curls he boafts a right, 

** Or not, I do not care the Lx)ufe's bite ; 

** Butthen, no force-work! No! Noforce,byHeav*n! 

•* Cooks! Yeomen! Scourers! wewiUnotbedriv'n. 

** Try but to force a pig againfl his will, 

" Beliold ! the fturdy gentleman flands ftill! 

^ Or, p'rliaps, (his pow'r to let the driver know) 

*' Gallops the very road he fhould not go— 

** No force for me ! — The French, the fawning dogs, 

" E'en let ^bem lofe their freedom, and eat frogs -, 

^^ Damme ! I hate each pale Joupe-maigre tlucf— 

** Give me my darling liberty and beef.*' 

He fpoke — and from his jaws a lump he Aid, 
And, fwearing, manful flung to earth his oyiD. 

Then 
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then iwdling Pride forbade his tongu^ td reft, 
Whilft wild emotions laboured' in his brcaft-^ 
Now founds confus'd his anger made him mutter. 
And, when he thought on {having, curfes fputter. 
Such is the found (the fimile's not weak) 
Formed by what mortals Bubble* call, and Squeak, 
"When *midft the frying-pan, in accents favagc:* 
The beef fo furly quarrels with the cabbage. 

" Be fhav'd !" a Scullion loud began to bellow. 
Loud as a parifli bull, or poor Othello, 
Plac'd by that rogue I a go upon thorns. 
With all the hcwors' of a pair of horns : 
Loud as th' Exciseman f ftruggling for his life. 
And panting in a moft inglorious ftrife -, 

P 2 When 

^ Tbe modeft Anthor of the Lousiad muft do himfelf the 
joftice to declare here^ that his fimile of the Babble and Squeak 
is vaftly mort natural and more fublime than Homer's black 
jpodding on a grid-iron, illuftrating the motions and emotions of 
lus Hero Ulysses. FiJe Odys$ry» 

\-Th\» affair happened a few /ears fince.— ^An Excifeman 
imAg fome finoggled goods belonging to a Princefs, a relation 
of the Great Frederic, her Highness fell upon the poor Rat dt 
Cave, and almoft fcratched his eyes out i the Excifeman made a 
fbnnal complaint to the King, begging to be relieved from the 
fifgnce. The gallant Monarch returned for anfwer, that he 
five np the dalles to his couiin the Princefs ; but could not coa* 
ceive how the haad pf a f»ir Lady could difbonoor the face of 
anExciiaaAiu 
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When on his face the finuggling Princefe Iprungj 
And, cat-like clawing, to his vifage clung. 

" Be fhav'd like pigs V rcjoin'd the fcuUion's mate. 
His difhclout fliaking, and his pot-crown*d pate : 
*' What barber dares it, let him watch his nofe, 
" And, curfc me ! dread the rage of thcfe ten toes." 
So faying, with an oath to raife one*s hair. 
He kick'd with threatening foot the yielding ^r. 

Thus have I feen an Ass (baptiz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a Chimneysweeper on his back. 
Prance, fnort, and fling his heels with liberality. 
In imitation of a horse of (hjality, 

*' Be fhav'd !" an underftrapperTuRNBROCHE ciy'dr 
In all the foaming energy of pride*— 
** Zounds ! let us take His Majefly in hand ! 
*' The King fhall find he lives at our conunand: 
•* Yes ; let him know, with all his wond'rous ftatc, 
*' His teeth and ftomach on our wills (hall wait: 
** PTe rule the platters, we command the Ipit, 
'' And George fhall hiavc his mefs when t«v think fits 

•' Sfgf 
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•* Stay tiD eurjelves fhall condefcend to cat, 

** And then, if we think proper, have his meat.'* 

Thus having fed on venifon rather coarie, 
A colt, or crocodile, or difh of horfe. 
The Tartar quits his fmoaky hut with fcorn. 
Sounds to Ae kingdoms of the world his horn ; 
Ami treating Monarchs like his flaves or fwine, 
; Informs them they have liberty to dine. 

'' Heav'ns!" cry*d a Yeoman, with much learn- 
ing grac'd. 
In books as well as meat, a man of tafle, 
Who read with vaft applaufe the daily news, 

^ And kept a clofe acquaintance with the Muse j 
Conundrum, rebus made, acroftic, riddle j 
And fung his dying fonnets to the fiddle, 
When Love, with cruel dart, die murd'ring thiefi 

; His heart had (pitted, like a piece of beef; 
** Aicthcfc,*'hefaid,"of Kings, the whims and jokes? 
** Then Kings can be as mad as common folks. 
" Dame Nature, when a Prince's head (he makes, 
" No more concern about the infide takes, 

[ ** Than of the infide of a bug's or bat's, 

I ^ A flea's, a grafshopper's, a cur's, a cat's ! 

; P 3 ''As 
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" As carclefs as the Artist, trunks defigning^ 
*' About the triflmg circumftance of lining i 
*' Whether of Cumberland he ufe the plays, 
*^ Mifs Bumcy's novels, or Mifs Seward's kys; 
" Or facred dramas of Mifs Hannah More, 
*' Where all the Ninb, with little Moses, fnore; 
** Or good' Squire Pindar's Odes, or Wharton's ftick} 
*' Or Horace Walpole's Doubts upon King Dick, 
*^ Who furious drives, at times, his old goofe quill, 
« On SirawFrry, (Reader!) not di' AonianWli 
** Whether he doom the Royal Speech to cling, 
** Or tbo/e of Lords and Commons to the King; 
" Where one begs money, and the others granf 
*' So eafy, freely, friendly, complaifant, 
^^ As though the cafh were really all their own, 
*' To purchafc knick-knacks * that difgracc a throne, 
** Ah, me ! did people know what trifling things 
** Compofe thofe idols of the earth call'd KingSy 
** Thofe counterparts of that important fellow^ 
^' The children's wonder — Signor Punchinello; 

Whd 

• The Civil Lift, we are inclined to think, fccli deficiesckt 
from toys-T-For an inftance, we will appeal to Mr. Comminf'^ 
non-defcript of a time-piece at the Queen's Hoafe, whidi coft 
nearly two thoqfand pounas. The fame artift is alfo allowe4 
ZOoL per annum to keep the bauble in repair. 
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** Who ftruts upon the ftagc his hour away ; 
'* His outfidc, gold — ^his infide, rags and hay; 
" No more as God's Vicegerents would they fhine, 
** Nor make the world cut throats for Right Divine. 

** Thofe Lords of Earth, at dinner, we have feen, 
*' Sunk> by the mereft trifles, with the Ipleen — 
" Oft for an ill-drefs'd egg have heard them groan, 
" And feen them quarrel for a mutton bone : 
" At fait or vinegar, with paffion, fume, 
'* And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the room.* 

" Alas ! how often luve we heard them grunt, 
'* Whenever the rufhing rain hath fpoil'd a hunt ! 
** Their fanguine wifties crofs*d, their fpirits clogg'd, 
" Mere riding difhclouts homeward they have jogg'd ; 
*' Poor imps ! the fport (with all their pride and pow'r) 
" Of Nature's diuretic ftream — a fhow'r! 

P 4 This 

• This is partly a pidurc of the lafl rcign as well as the pre* 
fcnt. The paflions of George the Second were of the moft im- 
petuous kind— his hat and his favourite minider. Sir Robert 
Waipole^ were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill humour- 
nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a (hare of his foot bene- 
volence. But he was a Prince of virtMes^uii flura nitent, non ego 
paacis ofcndar mActJis. 
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*^ This wcy the a£tors in the farce, perceive ; 

** But this the diftant world will ne'er believe, 

** Who fancy Kings to all the virtues bom> 

*' Ne'er by the vulgar ftorms of paffion torn j 

*^ But, blcft with fouls fo cabu, like fummer feas, \ 

" That fmile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 

*' Who think that Kings, on wifdom always fed| 

•' Speak fcntences like Bacon's brazen head| 

*' Hear from their lips the vileft nonfenfe fall| 

^' Yet think fome hcav'nly fpirit diftates all j 

^* Conceive tlieir bodies of celeftial clay, 

*' And, though all ailment, facred from decay; 

'' To nods and fmiles their gaping homage bring, 

" And thank their God their eyes have fcen a King) 

" Lord ! in die circle when our Royal Master 

" Pours out his words as faft as hail, or fatter, 

*' To country 'Squires, and wives of country 'Squires; 

•^ Like ftuck pigs ftaring, how each oaf admires / 

" Lo ! ev'ry fyllable becomes a G^m ! 

" And if, by chance, the Monarch cough, or hem, 

«* Seiz'd with the fymptoms of a deep furprife, 

'* Their joints with rev'rence tremble, and their eyes 

« Roll wonder firftj then, fhrinking back with fi^ir, 

" Would hide behind the brains, were any there. 

« How 



THB LOUSIAD. CANTO I. aiy 

* How taken is this idle world by fhow 1 

" Birth, riches, are the Baals to whom we bow 5 

** Preferring, with a foul as black as foot, 

" A rogue on horfeback, to a faint on foot. 

** SeepRANCE, fee Portugal, Sicilia, Spain, 

** And mark the defert of each Despot's brain; 

** Whofc tongues fhould never treat with taunts a Fool; 

** Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule. 

^ What could the Prince, high towering like a ftecple, 

^* Without the Majesty of Us the Peo1>le? 

" Go, like the King of Babylon,* to grafs, 

** Or wander, like a beggar with a pafs ! 

" However modern Kings may Cooks delpife, 

'* Warriors and Kings were cooks, or Hift^ry lies.— 

" Patroclus broird beef- (leaks to quell his hunger: 

" The mi^ty Agamemnon potted conger! — 

^ AndCHARLESofSwEDENj'midft his guns and drums, 

** Spread his own bread and butter with liis thumbs. 

" Be flhav'd ! — No ! — fooner piU'ries, jails, the (locks, 

'* Shall pinch this corpfe, than Barbers fnatch my 

« tocks." 
" Well haft thou faid," a Scourer bold rejoin'd; 
^' Damme ! 1 love the man who fpeaks his mind.'* 

Then 

• Nebuchadnezzar. 
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Then in his arms the oratoj- he took. 

And fworc he was an angel of a Cook. 

Awhile he held him with a Comilh hug; j 

Then feiz'd, with glorious gralp, a pewter mug^ 

Whofe ample womb nor cyder held nor ale, ^ 

But neftar fit for Jove, and brew'd by Thrale* 

•^ A health to Cooks/' he cried, and wav*d Ac pot; 

*^ And he who fighs for titles is a fot~- 

*' Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth furpafi; 

" Yet many a lion*s (kin conceals an afs. 

*^ Lo ! tlais is one amongft my golden rules, 

" To think the greateft men the greateft fools: 

•* The GREAT are judges of an opera fong, 

" And fly a Briton's for a eunuch's tongue ; 

« Thus idly fquandVing for a fquall their riches, 

'* To faint with rapture at thofe cats in breeches. 

** Accept this truth from me, my lads — the man 

" Who fi^-ft found out a fpit, or fiying-pan, 

** Did ten times more towards the public good, 

•^ Than all the tawdry titles fince the flood : 

*' Titles! that Kings may grant to aflfes, mules, 

" The fcorn of fages, and the boaft of fools/" 



He 
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He ended— All the Cooks cxclaim'd, '' Divine !** 
hen whifper'd one another, 'twas *' damn'd fine!'* 
'hus fpoke the Scourer like a man infpir'd, 
IThofe (peech the heroes of the kitchen fir*d : 
rrooms, mafter fcourers, fcullions, fcullions* mat«i 
^ith all the overfeers of knives and plates, 
'cit their brave fouls like frifky cyder work, 
Whizzing in oppofition to the cork : 
Earth's Potentates appeared ignoble things, 
/bd Cooks of greater confequence than Kings ; 
Such is the pow'r of words, where truth unites. 
And fuch the rage that injur'd worth excites ! 
The Scourer's fpeech, indeed, with reafon blefl:^ 
Inflam'd wijth godlike ardour all the reft. 
Thus if a bam Heav'n's vengeful lightening draw. 
The flame ethereal darts amongft the draw ; 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice <ind rats. 
And (if unfortunately moufing) cats j 
All feel the fierce devouring fire in turn. 
And, mingling in one conflagration, bum. 

** Sons of the Spit,'* the Major cry'd again, 
'^ Your warlike fpeeches prove you bled with brain; 
'^ Brain ! that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head, 
^^ But fills the vafl: vacuity with lead !— 

<' Yet 
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«« Yet ere for oppofition we prepare, 
«* And bravely battle in the caufe of Hair ; 
«* Metlunks 'twould be but decent to petition, 
" And tell the King, with firmnefs, our condition : 
«* Soon as our fed complaint he hears us utter, 
•' His gracious heart niay melt away like butter; 
" Fair Mercy ftiine amidft our ^oomy houfe, 
«' And anger'd Majesty forget the Louse/* 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

l\S many people perfifl in their Incredulity with refpefl to th« 
tttack made by the Barbers on the heads of the harmlefs Cooks, 
lihall exhibit a lid of the anhappy fufFerers : it is the Palace 
M, and therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 



A TRUE LIST OF THB SHAVED AT BVCICINGZiAM HOVSB* 



Two Mailer Cooks, 
Three Yeoman ditto. 
Four Grooms, 
Three Children, 
Two Mafter Scourers, 
Six Under Scourers, 
Six Tumbroches, 



Two Scil-carriers, 
Two Door-keepers^ 
Eight Boys, 
Five Paftry People, 
Eight Silver Scullery, for 
laughing at the Cooks« 



In all^ fifty one. 



i yoon; man, named John Be%r> would not fubmit, and loft 
iiis place. 



T H I 



L O U S I A D. 



A X 



HEROI-COMIC POEM. 



CANTO 11. 



«• — ^-. ^alis ah irxcpto. * * Ho K A c ■ • 

As it wac in the beginning, i% now, u4 ever (hill be, world wlLhouC.aai.' 



3/1,/fc^^^neracy of modern p 
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^h^rds-^ ^^g^MoTt invocation to the Mufes 
ttid^f *" . 1^ x*adics — Their impofitions on Poci 
^^^ ^^ compiwnc'^^ to King George and Dr. Her 
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\ 'r intimacy with the Moon, and important difcc 
•'" hit p/an^^ — Invocation to Apollo — Invocation to 
. ^g^Confcicnce dcfcribcd — The great powers of 
f 'ence— Wore invocation to Confcicnce — Truth and 
hooi» their fituations — More invocation to Confcic 
The praife of Royal economy and a Hanoverian Coll 
Jiddrefs to Gottingcn — More invocation to Confcicnce 
Haftings's bulfc» Mrs. Haflir.gs's bed and cradle pr« 
treated — More words to Confcicnce — The fatal pov 
Confcience over the late Mr. Yorke and Lord Clivc — A 
to Fame — A requeft to the aforcfaid Gentlewoman, inftri 
her how to difpofe of fome of her trumpets — Defer 
of her ;}/f.v^(?- votaries — The Bard blufhing for the qu 
of invocation — Proceflion of his Epic Poem — Madam Sc 
lenberg defcribed with a plate of ham — Account o 
birth, parentage, and education — Account of Pride- 
dam Schwcllcnbcrg's vifit to the King — His Maje(ly*s 
gracious fpccch — Madam Schwcllenberg's anfwers— Ai 
to Readers on Ladies fwearing — Sir Francis Drake 
Steward of the Houfehold, defcribed — not to be confoi 
with the fiimous Sir Francis Drake, who died near 200 
ago— The perquifitcs of the prcfent Sir Francis— De 
tion of the dining-room belonging to tlic Cooka at Buc 
ham Houfe — The entertainment and utenfils of this ro 
Dijcon the Cook- Major's fpccch — Story of a Nabob : 
Beggar — Cook-Major Dixon's fpeech in continuation — S 
of another Cook — The Cooks in the dumps — The ( 
Major's rejoinder to the Cook's fpccch — A very fe 
fpeccJi— ConcliTfion \vi;h a beautiful fimilc^Thc pcdti 
tlic Cooks, 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

'MPHS of thfc facred fount, around whofe brink 
rulh in droves, like cart-horfes, to drink ; 
heir dark beards amidft your ftreams fo dear, 
whilft they gulp it, wifli it ale or beer; 
lorc delighted to poflfefs, I ween, 
'alvcrt*s brewhoufe for their Hippocrene ; 
>left with beefi . their ghoftly forms to fill, 
Dolly's chophoufe their Aonian hill ; 
plcas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join, 
all the tinkling cymbals of the Nine i 
rxic-*yc who themes fublime purfue, 
fcarce a fhift, a (locking, or a fhoe ! 
x>wV have fatires, epigrams, and odes, 
kc cv*n bankrupts of the bom of gods^ 
.. I, CL As 
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As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 
Their unfucccfsful madrigals in jail. 
Where penn'd, like haplef* cuckoos, in a cage. 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage; 

* Deck the damp walls with verfe of various qualitjr, 
And, from their prifons, mount to immortality. 

Ah! tell me where is now thy blulh, O Shame! 
Shall bards through jails explore the road to Fame? 
Like fouls of Papifts in their way to glory, 

• Doom'd at the half-way houle, call'd Purgatory, . 
To bum, before they reach the realms of light. 
Like old tobacco-pipes, from Mack to white ? 
Yet let me fay again, that powerful rhyme 

Hath lifted poets to a date fublime; 
To lofty pill'ries rais'd tiieir facred ears 
High o*er the heads of marvelling compeers, 
Whofeeggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops. 
Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops ! 
Bleft ftate ! that gives eadi fair exalted mien. 
To grace in print a monthly mj^zine; 
And deck the (hops with fwect engravings dreft, 
'Midft angels, fuincrs, faints of Mifter West ; 
Where brave King Alexai^der and the Desr, 
A nobte bultling hodge-podge fliall appear, 

Froflfl 
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rom that fam'd* pidhirc which our wonder drew, 
ind pour'd its brazen fplendors on the view; 
(right as the pifhires that with glorious glait» 
)n pent-houfe high» in Piccadilly ilare» 
Inhere lions feem to roar> and dgf rs growl^ 
hyaenas whine, and wolves in concert howl; 
\nd, by their goggling eyes and furious grin, 
nform what fliaggy devils lodge within. 

Ye NYMPHS who, fond of flin, full many a 6mc, 
^ount on a jack-afs many a child of rhyme> 
\ni make him think, allride his braying hack» 
^e moves fublime on Pegafus's back : 
^t Muses, oft by bnunlefs poets fought 
To bid the ftanza chime, and fwell with thou^t; 
tVho, whelping for Oblivion, fain would fave 
Their whining puppies from the fuUen wave s 
!Vflift me ! Y£ who vifit towns and hovels. 
To teach our girls m bibs to eke out novds, 
!^nd treat with fcom (&r nokler knowledge ftudying) 
The humble art of making pye or pudding : 
IVho bid our Sapphos of their verfe be vain, 
Vnd &ncy all ParnafTus in their bnun 5 

Q^l And, 

* A whole acre of canvas fo daabed by colour as to give it 
^ appearance of a brafs fopodery. 
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And, 'mid the buftlc of their lucubrations. 
Take downright madncfs for your infpirations ; 
'Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line. 
Who tafte a rapture equal, George, tothme; 
When, bleft at Datchet, through thy HerschelIt's 

glafs. 
That brings from diftant worlds a horfe, an afsy 
A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, (lockings, blankets, that on hedges dry. 
Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings foon, 
Unfated feaft on wonders in the Moon ; 
Where Herschell on volcanoes, mountains, porOj 
And happy Nature's true fublimc explores; 
Whilft thou, fo modeft, (wonderful to tell !) 
On LUNAR frifies art content to dwell, 
Flies^ grafshoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckoo Ipittic; 
In fhort, delighted with the world of liftle ;. 
Which West ftiall paint, and grave Sir Joseph'Banks j 
Receive from thy hiftoric mouth with thanks ; 
Then bid the vermin on the journals * crawl. 
Hop, jump, and flutter, to amufe us alL 

And thou, great Patron t of the double quDl> 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill, 

Aprcctfi 

* *Cf the Royal Society. f . Apollo. 
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^ pretty kind of doublc-barrerd gun. 
More giv'n to tragic than tp connic fun ; 
A-ufpicious Patron of the paunch and backs 
3f thofe all-daring rafcals cliriften'd quacks. 
To whom our purfe and lives are legal plunder, 
iVho, hawk-like, keep the human fpecies under: 

God of thofe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for Sbeir own amufementy print their ftrains j 
Strains that ne'er foar'd beyond the beetle's flight, 
5ave on the pinions of a fchool-boy's kite ; 
Strains arrant ftrangers to a depth profound. 
Save when deep pilgrimaging under ground^ 
In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine, 
They pay their court to Cloacjna's ihrine; 
Strains that no ray of light nor warmth proclaim. 
Save when, committed to the fire, thpy flame ; 
Strain^that a cireulation never found. 
Save when they turn'd on beef or ven'fon round : 
Oh! aid, as lofty Homer fays, my noufe 
To flag fublime the Monarch and the Louse ! 

Nymphs, Phcebus, in my Jirft heroic chapter 
f ftiould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture : 
Thus to forget my friends was not fo clever ; 
)^ut, fays the proverb, " better late than never.'' 

0^3 Well! 
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Well ! fincc rm in the invocation trade. 

To Conscience let my compliments be paid— • 

Conscience, a terrifying little fpritc. 
That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holes each lurking yice, 
As (harp as weafels hunting eggs or mice; 
Who, when the lightnings flafh, and thunders crack. 
Makes our hair bridle like a hedge-hog's back ; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotioos 
Uplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion; 
Bids the poortrcmblingtongucmakctermswidiHcav'ni 
And promife miracles to be forgiven ; 
Bids fpeftres rife, not very like the Graces, 
With goggling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn feces j 
With fcencs of firps of glo^ng brimftone fcares. 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
For roafting, broiling, frying, fiicafieeing •" 
The Soul, that fad offending little Being i 
That ftubbom ftufF, of falamander make, 

Proof to the fury of the burning lake. * ] 

] 

O Conscience ! thou ftrait j?icket of the foul, 
The madding fallies of the bard control; | 
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Who, when inclined, like brother bards, to He, 
Bring Truth's neglcftcd form before his eye j 
Pair Maid ! to towns and courts a ftranger grown, 
^ And now to rural fwains almoft unknown, 
I Whofe company was once their prudent choice ; 
' Who once, delighted, liften'd to her voice ; 
When in their hearts the gentler paflion ftrove. 
And Constancy went hand in hand with Ijove ! 
Sweet Truth, who (leak through lonely Ihadcs along. 
And mingles with the turtle's note her fong ; 
AVhilft Falshood, rais'd by fycophantic tricks, 
Unblufhing, flaunts it in a coach and fix. 

Conscience ! who bid'ft our Monarch, from the 
nadon. 
Send fbns to Gottingen for education. 
Since helpkis Cam and Isis, loft to knowledge. 
Arc idcots to this» Hanoverian college. 
Where fimple Science beams with orient ray; 
The great, the glorious Athens of the day ! 
So fays the Ruler of us Englifh fools. 
Who cannot judge like bim of Wisdom's fchools. 

Dear attic Gottinoen ! to thee I bow. 
Of Knowledge, oh ! moft wonderful milch cow ! 

0^4 From 
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** As it was in the beginning, is now, nmi evtr ihill be» woild without. aoi.' 
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Who^ lawlds plund'rer, in his wild career^ 
Whclm'd Asia's eye widi woe, and heart with fear; 
Whofe wheek on carnage roll'd, and, dreoch'd widi 

blood. 
From gafping Nature forc'd the bluihing fiood; 
\Srhilft HavocKj panung with triumphant breati^ 
Nerv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of deadu—* 
And now to thee, O lovely Famb, I bend; 
Let all thy trumpets this great work commends 
Give one apiece to all the Icarn'd Reviews, 
And bid them found the labours of the Miife : 
Give to the Magazines a trumpet each. 
And let the fwdling note to doomfda^ reach : 
To daily News-papers a trumpet give ; 
Thus ftiall my epic ftrain for ever live: 
Thus fhall my book defcend to diftant times. 
And rapt pofterity refound my rhymes. 
By fotxire Beauties ihall each tome be prtft. 
And, with their lapdogs, live a parlour gueft. 

Thee, deareft Fame, fomc mercenaries haili 
Merely to gain their labours a good falej 
Or rife to feir preferment by thy tongue. 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of fong; 

Juft 
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Juft as the hypocrites fay pray Vs, fing pfalms, 

Bdlow upon the blind and cripple alms; 

Yidd ^ry to the Pow*r who rules above^ 

Not from a principle of heav'nly love. 

But, fneaking rafcak ! to obtainj when dead, 

A comfortable lodging over head. 

When forced by age, or dodors, or their ipoulc^ 

The vagrants quit their fublunary houies. 

With tirefome invocation having done. 
At length our glorious Epic may go on. 
Lo ! Madam Schwellenberg, inclin'd to cram. 
Was wond'rous bufy o*er a plate of ham; 
A ham that once adom'd a German pig. 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-afs big; 
In woods of IFeJipbaly by hunters fmitten. 
And fcnt a prefent to the Queen of Britain. 

But ere we farther march, ye Mufes, lay 
Somewhat of Madam Schwellenberg^ I pray. 
If ancient poets mention but a horfe. 
We read his genealogy of courfe : 
Oh! fay, ihall horfes boaft the deathlefs lme» 
And Q'cr a Ladf% lineage flecp the Nine ? 



Br 
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By virtue of her father and her mother. 
This. woman faw the light without much pother; 
That is — no grand commotions Ihook our earth ; 
Apollo danced no hornpipe at her birth. 
To fay to what perfeftion ftie was born, ! 

What wit, what wifdom Ihould the Nymph adorn: 
No bees around her lips in cluftcrs hung, j 

To tell the future fweetnefs of her tongue ; 
Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dov^j 
To mark the foul qf innocence and love; 
No fmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd. 
To fhow the future conquefts of the maid, 
Whofe charms would make the jealous fex her foes, 
And with their lightnings blaft a thoufand beaus. 
Indeed the Mufe muft own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the father and the mother; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her. 
They knew not how the dev'l they ftipuld n^aintainhcr, 

Heav'ns ! what ! no prodigy attend i&^r birth. 
Who awes the greateft palace upon earth? 
Yes ! a black cat round the bantling fquall'd, 
Join'd its young cries, and all the houfe appall'd: 
Now here, now there, he fprung with vifagc wild, 
^nd made a bold attempt to kifs the ^hild^ 

Ba5^ 
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Bats pour*d in hideous hofts into the room. 
And, innp-like, flitting, form'd a fudden gloom ; 
Then to the cradle rufh'd the dark'ning throng. 
And, raptur'd, Ihriek'd congratulating fong; 
Which fong, in concert with the fqualls of puis, 
Sccm'd, in plain German, " nou art one of us.'* 
In Strelitz firft this Dame the light efpy*d. 
Bom to a good inheritance of pride i 
For, howe'er paradoxical it be. 
Pride pigs, with people of a low degree. 
As well as with your folks of fortune ftruts; 
Like rats that live in palaces or huts i 
Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, 
That dwell in beds of ftraw, or beds of date ; 
Or monkeys vile, whofe tooth inglorious grapples,^ 
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 
Hail, Proteus Pride, whofe various pow'rs of throat. 
Can fwell the trumpet's loud and faucy note ; 
^ And if a meaner air can ferve thy turn, 
In panting, quiv' ring founds of Jews-harps, moural • 
Hail, Pride, companion of the great and little. 
So abjeft, who canft lick a patron's ipittle ; , 

Whine like a fneaking puppy at his door. 
And turn the hind part of thy wig before; 
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Nay, if he orders, turn it infide out. 

And wear it. Merry- Andrew like, about; 

Heed not the giinning world a (ingle ru(h. 

But bear its pointed fcom without a blufli ! 

Tet fain wouldft thou die crouching world beftride, 

Juft like the Rhodian Bully o'er die ride; 

The brazen wonder of the world of yore. 

That proudly ftretch'd his legs fiom Ihore to Ihofi^ 

And faw of Greece the loftieft navy travel. 

In dread fubmiifion, underneath his navel.. 

So much for Pride — great, litde, humble, vainj 
And now for Madam Schwellenbbrg again. 

Whether the Nymph could ever boaft a grace. 
That deign'd to pay a vifit to her face. 
The Muse is ignorant, (he muil allow % 
Yet knows this truth, that not one fparkles «rar« 
tfwcr beauties, in delight excelling, 
•j-; • ^ Chairfifd on her cheek, they long have left their dwelling- 
',frhis Nymph a mantua-maker was, I ween, 
' And prized for cheapnefs by our faving Queen, 
Who (wherc's the mighty harm of loving money?) 
Brouglft her to this fair land of milk and honey. 
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Ind placM her In a mod important (phere-*^ 
NSMCTaEss GsNEKAL of thc Royal Gctr. 

Soon as this woman heard the Loufe's tale, 
^t once ihe tum'd^ like walls of plafter^ paie« 
Sut fiift die ham of JVtJlfbtUy (he gobbled, 
\ik1 then to ieek die Lord's Anoint£D hobbled t ' 
Him full of wrath, like Peleus' ion of yoie, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh — ^ 
In all the bicfiemeis of wrath ihe found ; 
The Queen and Royal Children flarbg rounds 
« O SwellyV — thus the madden'd Monarch roar'd^ 
VHulft: wild impatience wing'd each rapid word; 
For, )o! die JoJenm march of graceful fpeech. 
The Kino long fince had bid to kils his b— -h* 
The broken language that his mouth aflTords 
Art heads and tails, and 1^ and wings of words> 
That give imaginadon*s laughing eye 
A lively piAure of a giblet pye,— 

'' O Swdfy, Swelfyr crfd die furious King, 
*' What! what a dirty, filthy, nafly thing!— 
*' That thus you come to cafe my angry mind, 
*' Indeed is very, very, very, very kind. — 

'< What's 
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^* What*s your opinion, hae!**— -the Monarch rav'd 
•* Yes, yes, the cooks fliall ev'ry one be ftiav*d— * 
** What ! what ! hse ! hae ! now tell me, Swelly, pray 
« Shan't I be right in't — What ! what ! Sweliy^ hx 
** Yes, yes, I'm fure on't, by the Loufe's looks, 
*^ That he belonged to fbme one of the cooks* 
" Speak, S welly \ fhan't we fhave each filthy jowif 
** Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my foul." 

To whom the Dame, with elevated chin, 
Wide-ftaring eyes, and broad, contemptuous grinr 

** Yes, fure as dat my foul is to be fav'd, 
^^ So fure de dirty rafcals fal be fhav*d — 
** Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moderns fon— *' 
" And curfe me if /do not fee it done \ 
" De barbers foon der nafty locks lal fall on, 
*' Nor leave vone Handing for a Loufe to crawl on« 
** If on der (kuUs de razor do not (hine, 
*^ May gowns and petticoats no more be mine— 
** Curl, club, and pigtail, all fal go to pot, 
** For fufti curs'd naftinefs, or Til be rot; 
" Or elfe to Strelitz let me quickly fly, 
** Dat dunghillj dat poor pighoufe to de eye; 

«Wht 
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^ Where from his own mock trone de Prince^ fo great, 
•* Can jomp into anoder Prince eftate — 
** Ifi, by de God dat made dis cart and mcj 
•* No Angle loufy rafcal fal go free/* 

Readefi thou raifeft both thy marvelling eyes. 

In all the ftsuing wildnefs of furprife 5 

As if the poet did not truth revere. 

And lancieft gentlewomen could not fwear : 

I Goj fool> and feek the ladies of the mud, 

' Queens of the lakes, of damfels of the flood. 
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 
"Who vend at Billingfgate their fprats and crabs ; 

I Tdl them their filh all fKnk, and thou wilt hear 
Whether fine gentlewomen ever fwear : 
Nay, vifit many of our courtly dames. 
When wrath their dove-like gentlenefs inflames ; 
Lo ! thou fhalt find, by many a naughty word. 
They ufe fmall ceremony with the Lord, 
h fpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name in vain. 

*' Thanks, Swelly^ thanks, thanks, thanks," th« 
** King reply'd; 
I ^ Uke me, you have not got a grain of pride. 
' • Vol. L R " Yes, 
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" Yes, yes, if I am mafter of this houfc— 

*^ Yes, yes, the locks ftiall fall, and then the Loufe." 

He fpoke — and to confirm the dreadful doom^ 
His head he ftiook, that fhook the dining room. 
Thus Jove of old, the dread, the thundering God^ * 
Shook, when he fwore, Olympus with his nod. 

•* Yes," cry'd the King, *' yes, yes, their curls fhaU 
" quake — ; 

'^ But tell me, where, where, where's Sir Francis 
" Drake ?'* 

O, Reader, think not 'twas thatDRAKB, Sir Francis, 
Whofe wond'rous aftions feem almoft romances; 
Who ftione in fenfe profound, and bloodied wars. 
And raised the nation's glory to the ftars ; 
Who firft in triumph faird around the world. 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd 9 
But He who flculks around the Royal kitchen. 
Which if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 
I-^ts fly, to ftrike the four-legg'd mumper dead, 
A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. 
Not tbaf Sir Francis Drake who, god-like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science to th' Adanric fhorci 
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'o Pagans gave the Golpel's faring grace, 
jid planted Virtue 'midft a barbarous race j 
pread on the darken'd realms the blaze of light— 
ut be who fees the fpoons and plates are bright j 
ees that the knives before the King and Queen 
re, like the pair of Royal ftomachs, keen : 
ot he^ whofe martial frown whole kingdoms Ihook, 
ut he whofe low'ring vifage ftiakes a cook : 
ot he who pour'd on Mexico his tars ; 
ut he, at London, who with linen wars, 
apkins and damaflc tablecloths * affails 
^ith fciflars, razors, knives, and teeth and nails ; 
^ho dares with Doylies defp*rate war to wage, 
ich is bis province and domeftic rage, 
like his predeceflbrs, he hath grace, 
(id calls his conquefts, ferquifites of place^ 
was not that Drake who bade his daring crew 
jn with their bayonets the Spaniards through j 
It that important Drake, in office big, 
[Irufting cooks to fpit a goofe or pig : 

R 2 Not 

• It was a ccnnmon practice in the lafl and preceding reigns 
e frejkmt being fomewhat more economical) to tear and cut 
Royal linen privately, which> on account of the teeth, knife, 
1» or fciflar wounds, were never more ufed, but went as per- 
ifitcs to Treafurcrs and Mafters of the Houfehold. 
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Not be who took the Spaniards by the nofe> 
And prifons fill'd with Britain's graccfefs foes ; 
But he who bids the gcefe, his prisoners, dic^ 
And ftufFs their legs and gizzards in a pye: 
He who, three times a week, a Green-cloth Lord, 
Sits, wifdom-fraught, at that important Board 
With wife compeers, in judge-like order ftudying, 
Whether the Kmc (hall have a tart or pudding. 
Not be, by virtues to the world cndear*d. 
By foes reipefted, and by friends rever'd ; 
Prompt to relieve the fupplicat;ing figh. 
Who never dalh'd with tears the alking eye -, 
But wak'd of joy the long departed beam. 
Deep funk in forrow's unremitting dream :— 
But be, with generoCty at ftrife. 
Who never gave a fixpence in his life; 
Who, if he ever afk'd a friend to dine, 
Rcquefted favours that outweighed his wine : 
From lane to lane, who deals with wary feet, 
Juft like the cautious hare that feeks his feat: 
Who, though a city * near him, rears her head. 
And wealthy villages around him Ipread, 
No friend, no neighbour near his monfion founds 
Like Cain furveys a folitudc around* 

• Exetet. 
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'Twas ikis Sv Francis, quite a difTrent man 
Frotfi him who round the world with glory ran : 
Forbid it, Hc;ay'ii ! that e*er the Muse untrue 
Should give to any man another's due ! 

MusB, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance brew* 
ing. 
To take a peep at what the Cooks were doing. 



In that fnug room,* the fcene of fhrewd remark, 
"Whofe window flares upon the faunt'ring Park j 
^IVherc many a hungry baid, and gambling finner. 
In diQp^&ll'n fadnefs, counts the trees for dinner ; 
In that Ihug room where any man of fpunk 
"Would find it a hard matter to get drunk jf 
Where coy Tokay n'cr feels a cook's embraces. 
Nor Port nor Claret fhow their rofy faces ; 
But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride. 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 
Where veal, pprk, mutton, beef, and fowl and fifli, 
AlLdubthej/- joints to make one bandjome diih ; 

R 3 Where 

• The Larder. 
^ t This will be deemed ilrange by my countty readers ; but i| 
i« nevcrthclcfs true. 
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Where ftew-pan covers ferve for plates, I ween, 
And knives and forks and fpoons arc neyer fcen; 
Where pepper iffues from a paper bag. 
And for a crewet ftands a brandy cag ; 
Where Madam Schwbllenberg too often fits 
Like fome old tabby in her moufing fits. 
Demurely fquinting with majeftic mien. 
To catch fome fault to carry to the Queen : 
In that fnug room, like thofe immortal Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovid fpeaks; 
Around the table, all with fulky looks. 
Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, fat the Cooks : 
At length, with phiz that ftiow*d the man of woe 
The forrowing King of fpits and ftewpans rofe. 
Like Paul at Athens, very juftly fainted. 
And by the charming brufti of Raphael pdnted. 
With outftretch'd hands, and energetic grace. 
He fearlefs thus harangues the Roasting Race; 
Whilfl: gaping round, in mute attention, fit 
The poor forlorn difciples of the fpit. 
" Cooks, fcuUions, hear me ev'ry mother's fon— 
*f Know that I relifh not this Royal fun : 
*' George thinks us fcarcely fit ('tis very clear) 
*f To carry guts, my brethren^ to a bear.**— 

<« ( 
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** Guts to a bear!" the Cooks, up-fpringing» cry*d— 

" Guts to a bear !" the Major loud reply 'd. 

" Guts to the dcv'l !*' loud roar'd the Cooks again. 

And tofs'd their nc^es high in proud difdain : 

The plain tranflation of whofe pointed nofes 

The reader needeth not, the bard fuppofes ; 

But if the reafon fome dull reader looks, 

'Tis this — ^whatever Kings may think of Cool«, 

Howc'er crown'd heads may deem them low-born 

things. 
Cooks are poflcfs'd of fouls as well as Kings. 
Yet are there fome who think (but what a ftiamc !) 
Poor people's fouls like pence of Birmingham, 
Adulteratjcd brafs-^bafe ftufF— abhorr'd— 
That never can pafs curreyit with the Lord ; 
And think, becaufe of wealth they boaft a ftore. 
With ev*ry freedom they may treat the poor: 
Witncfs the ftory that my Mufe, with tears. 
Relates, O Reader, to thy Ihrinking ears. 

With feeble yoice and deep defponding fighs. 
With fallow cheek and pity-aflcing eyes, 
A WR&TCH, by age and poverty decay'd. 
For ferthings lately to a Nabob pray'di 

R 4 The 
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The Nabob, turkey-like, began to fwell. 

And damn'd the beggar to the pit of hell, 

" Oh ! Sir,'* the fupplicant was heai4 to cry, 

(The tear of mis'ry trickUng from his eye) 

" Though I'm in rags, and wond*roiis,wond*roiispoorj 

*^ And you with gold and fdyer cover'd o'er, 

" There won't in heay'nfuch difference. Sir, take place, - 

" When we before the Lord come face to face/'— 

*^ Tou face to face with meV the Nabob cry'd. 

In all the infolence of upftart pride— 

*' Tou face to fece with me^ you dog, appear ! 

*^ Damme, I'll kick you, if I catch you dicrc."— 

Oh, Ihocking blafphemy ! oh, horrid fjpeech !— 

Where was the fellow bom ? — ^the wicked wretch !-^ 

So black an imp would pull, I do fuppoie, 

A bullc of di'monds from a Begum's nolcj 

Or make, like Doulah, carelefs of his foul, 

A new edition of the old Black Hole^ 

^^ What's life," the Major faid, ^^ my brethren; pray, 
'* If force muftfhatch our firfl delights away ? 
*' Relendefs fhall the Royal mandate drag 
" The hairs that long have grac'd this filken bag 5 
'* Hairs to a barber fcarcely worth a fig^ 
f ^ Too fpw to make a foretop for a wig ? 

Muft 
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Muft Tazors vHe thefe locks fo fcanty, ftave. 
Locks that I wHh to cariy to my grave; 
Hairs^ look, my lads, fo ^vondcrftiUy thin. 
Old ScHWBXLtiVBAiio hath more upon her chin ?"— « 
Yes, that Ihe hath," cxclaim'd a Cook, *^by God, 
' A damn*d old German good-for-nothing toad. 
^ Yes, yes, her mouth with beard diidnely^briftles— 
^ Curie me, Pd rather kifs a bunch of thiftles. 
^ Oh ! were it but His Majefly's commands 
^ To give her gentle jawbones to thefe hands; 
^ Yd Ihave her, like a punilh'd foldier, dryi 
^ No killing ibw ihould make a fweetcr cry: 
f rd pay my compliments to Madam*s chin ; 
' Vh anlwcr for't rd make the devil grin : 
' The razor moft delicioufly Ihould work ; 
' rd trim her muzzle ; yes, Td ferape her pork : 
^ rd teach her to fome purpofe to behave, 
^ And fhow the witch the nature of a (have. 
^ O ! woman, woman ! whether lean or fat, 
^ In fecc an angel^ but in foul a cafT* 

He ended — ^when each mouth upon the ftretch, 
rown'd with a loud horfc-la\igh the claffic fpecch. 

Too 
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Too ibon, alas ! Resentment fdz'd the hour> 
And Joke rcfign'd his grin-provoking pow'r; 
Rage dimmed of mirdi the fuddcn funny iky. 
And fiU'd with gloomy oaths each {cowling cyc; 
Whilft Grief, returning, took her turn to reign, 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and fadden'd ev'ry mien j 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces— 
For much is Grief difpos'd to bring down faces. 

" Son of the fpit," the Major, ftrutting, cry'df 
^' I like thy fpirit, and revere thy pride : 
*^ rd rather hear thee than a Bifhop preach, 
^^ For thou haft made a very pretty fpeech. 
" Such is the language that the Gods ihould hear, 
" And fuch fhould thunder on the Royal ear. 
" Yet, fon of dripping, though thou fpeak'ft my notion^ 
^^ We muft not be too nimble in our morions, 
^^ Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halts 
^' Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make fweet malt. 
•* And yet again I bid you ftand like rocks, 
*^ And batde for the honour of your locks, 
*^ Lo ! in thefe aged hairs is all my joy j 
" To ftiave them, is my Mng to deftroy, 
" What's life, if life has not a blifs to give ? 
" And, if unhappy, who would wilh to live ? 
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* Content can vifit the poor fpider'd room; 

* Pleased with the coarfe rufh mat and birchen broom j 
' Where parents, children, feaft on oaten breads 

'* With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

^^ Where Health with vigour nerves their backs and 

*^ hams, 
" Sweet fouls, though ragged as young colts or rams ; 
** Where calmly fleep the parents with their darlings^ 
" Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ftarlings; 
■ ^ Luird to their reft, beneath the coarfcft rugs, 
^' And dead to bitings of a thoufand bugs. 

* 
^* Content, mil4 maid ! delights in fttnple things, 
" And envies not the ftate of Queens or Kings; 
" Can dine on ftieep's head, or a diih of broth, 
*^ Without a table or a tablecloth ; 
*^ Nor wifhes, with the fafhionable group, 
** To vifit Horton's ihop for turtle Ibup; 
** Can ufe a bit of packthread for a jack, 
*' And fit upon a chair without a back : 
'^ Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
*^ And ufe a wooden (kewer for a fork. 
'^ Sweet maid 1 who thinks not (hoes of leather fhocking, 
*^ Nor feels the horrors in a worfted fl:ocking ; 
*^ Her temper mild, no huckaback can Ihock, 
** Though for her lovely limbs it forms a fmock. 

" PlecL&'d 
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*' Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her &ce that fliadei 

*^ No graves. are robb'd for hair to form a braid: 

*^ Her breait of native plumpnefs ne'er afpires 

** To Iwelling merrythoughts of gauze and wires, 

*^ To look like crops of ducks (with labour bom) 

" Stretched by a fuperfluity of corn. 

" With Nature's hips, fhe fighs not for ^^r* r««yi, 

** And fcorns the pride of pinching ftays or jumps; 

*^ But, pleas'd from whalebone prifons to efcape, 

** She trufts to fimple nature for a fhape; 

** Without a warming-pan can go to bed, 

*^ And wrap hejr petticoat about her head ; 

** Nor figh for cobwed caps of Mechlin lace, 

" That Ihade of Quality the vamifti'd fiicc : 

** Sweet nympth, like doves, fhe feeks her ftraw-built 

'' neft, 
*' And in a pair of minutes is undreft ; 
" Whilft.all the fafhionahU female clans^ 
** Undrefling, feem unloading caravans. 
** No matter from what fource Contentment.iprings; 
•* 'Tis juft the lame in Cooks as 'tis in Kings \ 
** And if our fouls are fet upon our hair, 
** Let friip-fnap barbers — ^nay, let KingSy beware, 
" Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 
^ And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to our (kuUs. 

" Tread 
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* Tread on a wormy he fhows his rage and pain, 
^ By turning on the wounding heel again : 

^ Nay, cv'n inanimates appear to feel ; 

* On the loofc Jtdne, if chance direft your heelj 

* Lo ! from its wonnb the fuddcn ftream afcends, 
' To prove the foot wa^ not among its friends j 

^ And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
' O'er the fair flocking fpouts the fable flood." 

So fpoke the Major, with refentmcnt fir'd; 
5poke like a man ; indeed, like man injpir^d. 
5ome Critic cries, with fliarp, faftidious look, 
^ Bard, bard, this is not language for a Cook."— 
^ O fnarler ! but FU lay thee any wager, 
' It is not too fublime for a Cook Major.** 

* Behold ! to remedy our fad condition," 
The Major cry'd, Tve cook'd up a Petition t 

^ This carries weight with it, or I'm miftakcn, 

* Shall (hake the Monarch's foul, and faveourbaCOil/' 
['hen jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 

It read fonorous to the gaping crowd. 

Thus reads a parifh-clerk in church a bricfi 
"hat begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief-— 

Relief, 
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Relief, alas ! .that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches ; 
But (loft its way) unfortunately fteers 
To fat churchwardens and fat overfeers ; 
Improves each difh, augments the punch and alcj 
And adds new fpirit to the fmutty tale. 



THE PETITION OF THE COOKS. 

«' YOUR Majefty*s firm friends and feithful Cooks, 
^* Who in your Palace merry livM as grigs, 

" Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caft looks, 
" That we muft all be fliav'd, and put on wigs : 

'* ToUj Sire, who viit\\/ucb honour wezryour Crown, 

•* Should never bring on ours difgraces down. 

*• Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our own, '^ 
*• With ev'ry fprig of hair that on them fprings: 

" In France, where men like fpaniels lick the Throne, 
" And count it glory to be cuffed by Kings, 

«* Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, 

** Who Iwallows privileges like a Ihark. 
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^ Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance; 

" We dare your Sacred Majefty aflure, 
' That there's a difFrence between us and France i 

** And long^ we hope, that difference will endure. 

We know King Lewis would, with pow'r fo dread. 

Not only cut the hair off, but the head^ 

Oh! tell us. Sir, in loyalty fo true, 

" What dire defigning raggamuffins faid, 
• That we, your Cooks, are fuch a nafly crew, 

" Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our head ? 
' My Liege, you can't find one through all our hotife ; 

Not if you'd give a guinea for a loufe. 



What creature 'twas you found upon your plate 
" We know not ; if a loufe, it was not ours : 
To ihave each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 
*^ Betrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs ; 
The aft humanity and juflice fhocks : 
'5 r M^ Let him who owns the crawler lofe his locks. . 



^^ 



\^ But grant upon your plate this loufe fo dread, 
** How can you fay. Sir, it belongs to us? 

^ •' Maggots are found in many a princely head ; 
'« And if a maggot, why then not a loufe ? 

*' Nay 
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«« Nay, grant the fiift j with horror Ihouk} yoti {hriaki 
« It could not eatyom Majcfty, wc think. 

^* Hunger, my Licgc, hath oft been felt by Ki^ 
•* As well as people of inferior ftaU\ 

" Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous thingi! 
'* We cannot anfwer for your ftomach's fetej 

*• For, by your fize, we frankly muft declare, 

<< You feed on more fubilantial ftufF than air. 



•* My liege, an Univcrfc hath been your Ibcsi 
^ ThetimeshaYelook'dmoftmilerably Uacki ' 

'^ America hath trfd to puH your nofe; 

** French, Dutch, and Spaniards, try^d to bang yort 

" 'Twoifldbcaferious matter, let us tell ye, [beck! 

" Were voe to buccaneer it on your htllj^ 

*' You fee the fpirit of your Cooks, then, SirCj 
*^ Detcrmin'd nobly to fupport their locks; 

** And Ihould your guards be order-d out to fire, 
" Their guns may be oppos'd by fpits and erodes 

" Knives, forks, and fpoons, may fly, with pbtes \ 

" And all the thunder of the kitchen roar. [ftor^ 

•* Nat 



TUB LOuSIAD. canto II. H^J 

** Nat. Gardner, Yeoman of the Mouth, declares 
** Hc'D join 4lic ftandard of your injurM Cobks^ 

" Each fcullion, tumbrochC) for redrefs prepares, 
^^ And puts on very formidable looks : 
r ^ Your women too^mprimiSy Miftrefe DysR> 

^^ Whofe ^gs are good as ever felt a iire : 

•* Next Sweeper-general BtCRLEv, Miftrefs Marv^ 
•* Withthatfem'dbell-ringercairdMiftrefsLoMAN; 

^ Ann Spencer, guardian of the NeceflTaryi 
*' That is to fay, the ncceflary woman : 

** All thefe, an*t pleafe you^ Siri fo fierce, determine 
\^^ To join us in the caufe c^ hair and vermin. 

^ There's Miftrtfs Stewart, Miller Richard Day, 

*^ Who find your Sacred Majefly in linen, 
" Are ready to fupport us in our fray — 
! " You can't conceive the paflion they have been in ; 
" They fwear fo much your fcheme of (having hurts, 
^ You ihan't have pocket-handkerchiefs or /hirts. 

*' ThegnocersiCLARKEandT AYL0R,curfe die fchcme, 
" Andlay^whatc'erwe doj the world wo'n't blame us ; 

** So Comber fays, who gives you milk and cream -, 
" And thus your old friend Mifter Lewis Ramus : 
¥©!.• L S « We 
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«« We think your Sacred Majcfty would muttO? 
'^ At iofs of fugarj milk^ and cream, and butter. 

^^ Suppofcj an't pleafeyouj Sir, that Miftreis Knuttoh 
'^ And Miftreis Maishfield, fierce as tiger dtsi 

** One Overfccr of ill the beef and muttony 
" The other. Lady Prefident of fprats — 

** Suppofe^ in' bppofition to your wilh, 

'^ ^is locks away the flefh, and tbai the fifli S 

'^ Suppofe John Clarke refuie iupplies df muftard, 
'* So neceffafy to your beef and bacon ? 

'^ Will Roberts, all the apple-pye and cuftaid? 
'* Your Majefty would growl, or we're miftaken. 

«« Suppofe thatWELLS,toplagueyourftoniiachftiidying» 

^^ From Sunday, facrilegious^ fteals the pudding ? 

*' Suppofe that RaI ksforth with our corps unkci— 
'^ We niean the nmn who all the uUow hanc^; 

'^ Suppofe he locks up all the mutton lights^ 
" How could your Majefty contrive for candksi 

«^ You'd be (excufe the freedom of renurk) 

^' Uktjome Adminiftrations^ in the dark^ 
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^ We dare aflure you that our grief is greats 
" And oft indeed oor fecUngs it enrages> 

^* To fee your Sacred Majefty befet 
^' By fuch a gracdefs gang of idle page^: 

^ And, with fuhittilfion to your j\idgment> SirCj 

'' We think okl Madam Schwellbnberg a Har» 

^ Suf^fe, Great Sir, diat, by your crvtdjlaf^ 
'' The barbers fhOuld attack olir humble head, 

^^ And that we fhould not choofe to breed a riot, 
^' Becauie we might not wifh to lofe our bread; 

'^ Say, would the triumph o'er each harmlcfs Cook 

' Make Georgs the Third like Alexander look? 

' Dread Sir, refleft on Johnny Wilkes's fate, 
«« Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble; 

^ Wilkes bade defiance to your frowns and flatc, 
*^ And got the better in that &mous fquabble; 

' Poor was the viftory you wilh*d to win, 

* Which fat the mouth of Europe on the grin* 

O King, our wives are in the kitchen roaring, 
" All ready in rebellion how to rife ; 
They mock our humble method of imptoring^ 
^' And bid us guard againft a ti^]; fuiprife: 

S a ^ nuts 
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•^ Tours h the hair/' they cry, '^th' Atafttghtygavc yc 
«^ And not a King in Chr^iiriom (Kotfld fhave ye/' 

*^ Lo ! on th* ^vcnt the ^wn&rld impaderit looks, 
*^ And thixdcs tiie jdke is carried much too hr: 

*' Then pray, Sir, liftcn to yxiur fiiitMul Ox>ks, 
" Nor in the Palace breed a civil war : 

'^ Loud roars our band, and, obffinane is pigs, 

*< C^y ^Lod^a^liberty> aiKldamftditwigs!'' 
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CANTO III. 



Biaprnm iter afiaute^ fed dat mbi gloria virgin* 

Nen juvat ex ftciJi ieffa cerma jugo, PiOPllTlVt* 

Bold is th* afcenty but Glort nerves my pow*rt | . «^^ 

I like to pick on frecifie$s^ flowers. 



:^ 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

^ filblijne, natural, efegant, and original defcription of Night 
— Modefty of the ftars — Slumbering fituation of their M-j — 8, 
with a compliment to their conftancy — The charming Prik- 
CESSE8 afleep^high compliments beftowed on them— A pro- 
phetic fagge(lion of a courtftiip t>etween one of our PaiN- 
CE8SB9 and fome great German Duke — An account of Mlfter 
MoKPHBut, vulgarly called the God of Slecp^-4iis civility 
to the people, in giving them pretty dreams, by way of com* 
peniation for (hutting up their mouths, eyes, and ears, for a 
dozen or fourteen hours together— The folemn amufements of 
Silence— »A Night-pidhire of London— The Palace, a night- 
icene — The goodnefs of certain Court Lords to the Maids 
of Honour-- Kind embraces placed in a new light, and vin- 
dicated— More account of the Palace ; contatning a thirfty 
fly, a hungry cat, a (larved bull-dog, and froft-nipped 
prickets — An account of Madam Fame's joun^ey to theDea 
jof Madam Discord— An account of Madam Discord— 
^n inventory of her cell — Account of her excurfions — her 
piAnrcs and muilc — her fudden flight to Buckingham-Houfe- 
aflfames the ihap^ of Madam Schwb(.lrnberc— whifpers 
his Majcfty — The fpeech to Majefly — IVIajefty's fine anfwer in 
kii fleep— Discord quits Majcfty— take^ the form of Madam 
Hag GBR DOR N — and goes to the Major's bed-fide, and 
whifpers rebellion to hiip — Her fpeech — The Ma jor fits up- 
right in his bed — handles his pig-tail— The Major's moft 
pathetic curfew— his fenfible foliloquy on ifigs — his attack on 
Kings in general, and praife of our moft gracious King in 
particular — The Major flrikes a light — a rich compjirifon-v 
vifiti a Mailer Cook— V^ diiFcrence between a battle fought 
in a field, and in a news-paper — The defcent of the Cook§ to 
tie kitchen — ^A great and apt compar^fon— The Cooks look 
about for day-light with horror — Tl^ fituation of their foul^ 
defcribed— fifiely illuftrated by a Great Woman's appre- 
henfions for her fine diamond ftomacher— Lord Ecl— t— ^^ 

S 4 «n4 



264 ARGUMENT. 

and an old Maid— A moft tender and jaft apoftrophe to the 
frail Fair-ones of the Town — a tear dropped on their un- 
happy condition — their part taken by the poet, and, in * 
great meafure, vindicated — The Poet's thunder-bolt launched 
at a certain great Limb o£ the Law, by way of palliation — 
A ihort, yet moft charming reflexion on the female heart, 
when in love— rThe Poet returns to the Cooks-— continues to 
deicribe their dread qf day-light, by more apt comparifons 
of hungry autliors — General Conflagration — Sir William 
Chambers and the Bishop of Exbtbr— Some allufion to 
his Majefly's journey to Exeter— Extrads fo)m a manuftript 
poem of a Devonfliire Humourifl, one John Plough shau 
-—The Major vainly endeavours to banifli his fears by whil- 
ling and humming a couple of tunes— -The names of the m- 
foccefsfiil tunes — The Major's choice of them onlyknQwa 
to the great Author of Nature, 
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CANTO THE THIRD. 

IN IGHT, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 

iad gravely walk'd for hours ouip worfd below: 

iobgoblins, fpcftres in her train, and cats ; 

)wk round her hooting, mix'd with Ihrieking bats, 

ike wanton Cupids in th* Malian grove, 

That flickering fport around the Queen of Lovc^ 

Jow like our Quality, who darkling rife, 

i^h ftar had op*d its fafhionable eyes ; 

Too proud to nnake appearance, too well bred, 

rill Sol, the vulgar wretch^ had gone to bed. 

His wifdom dead to fublunary things, 
n leaden flumbcr fnor'd the beft of ♦♦♦♦♦; 
1 (lumber lifelefs, with feraphic mien, 
'lofc at his back, too, fnor'd his gentle ♦♦♦♦♦ ; 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
^ndy in one fortnight, bawls for different beds ! 

Blcft 
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Blcft imp ! now Morpheus o'er each Princcfe ftolc, 
And cl^s'd thofc radiant eyes that vainly roll ! 
Eyes ! Love's bright ftars ! but doom'd in vain to Ihinc; 
J'or^ ah ! what youth fhall fay '^ thofe orbs arc nunc J** 
Then, what are eyes> alas! At Mgbtifi cyes^ 
Forbid to languifli on a lover's fighs ? 
The pouring lip, the foft luxuriant breaft, 
Jf coldly fated never to be prefs'd ? 
Ah, vainly tboff like dew-clad cherries glow; 
And tbis as vainly yi^ widi Alpine fhow ! 
The breath that giyes of Araby the gal^. 
The voice that founds enchantment, what avails ? 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 
Gifts pf the Graces, all arp thrown away | 

But, polfibly^ fomc German Duke nnay moycd 
And m^dce a tenure of his heayy loye 1 
His wide dominions — milfs, p'rhaps, nine or ten; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx — fifty men ! 
But lo ! his b^art, the fount whence honour IpringSf 
Swelled with the richeft bipod of ancient kings I 
He comes ! not for high birth, his own before ! 
Great Duke ! he conies to woo our golden orcj 
And add (how truly happy Britain's &te !) 
Another leech co fuck the fanguine State j 

To 



THE LOUStAD. CANTO III. afi? 

To join (compofing what a goodly row!) 
The PlaGc-broker, old Schw and Co. 



Now Morpheus (in compaflion to mankind, 
vlade, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind^ 
^mus'd with dreams man's ambulating foul, 
To recompenfc him for the time he ftolc ; 
Jade the beau dance, his Delia melt away, 
A^ho box'd his ears fo cruel through the day ; 
if ancient damfels eas'd the lovefick pains, 
Jrought baqk loft charms, and fill'd their laps with fwains j 
jaye placid cuckoldom a conftapt dame;'' 
To brainlefs authors, bread and chcefe and feme ; 
Vlade driv'ling Monarchs fchemes of wifdom plan, 
\nd Nature's rankeft coward kill his man ; 
Save to the chap-falPn courtier wealth and power, 
iVho felt no favour at the levee hour. 
Though tip-toe'd, hawk-like, watchful all the whil^ 
To feiz^ the faintcil glimpfe of Royal fmil?i 
Bade liappy Aldermen affqme n^w airs, 
Bc-chain'd with all the fplendor of Lord May^n^ 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 
^^-gobblc all the turtle of the day : 

Bade Gl r think his mi^t could match a mou(2r> 

And Chambers fency he could build a houfei 

And 
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And Lady Mount, th' antipodes of Grace, 
Think that fhc does not frighten with her fece. 

Now Silence in the country (talked the dews, 
As if ftie wore a flannel pair of fhoes. 
Lone lift'ning, as the Poets well reniark. 
To falling mill-ftreams, and the HiaftiflTs bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, moft mournful talcs; 
To hoot of owls amid the dulky vales. 
To hum of bcedes, and the buU^frog's fnorc. 
The fpeftre's Ihriek, and ocean's drowzy roar. 
Lull'd was tach ftreet of London to repofe. 
Save where it echa'd to a Watchman's nofci 
Or where a Watchman, with ear-piercing rattl^ 
Rous'd his brave brodiers from each box to batde; 
To fall upon the Cynthias of die ni^t. 
Sweet Nymphs ! whofe fole profeflion is Delight! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender iambs purfue. 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue! 
Thus on the flies of evening rufh the bats. 
And maftifis (ally on the amVous cats ! 

Still was the Palace^ fave were now and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-defigning men. 

Night- 
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ight-wand'ring^Lords^ foft patting on the fioor^ 

f Maids of Honour fought the chamber door; 

bilging door ! that, opening to the tap, 

Ldmittrd Lords to take a focial nap, 

ind chafe moft kindly from each timid maid 

i'he gholb that frightful haunt the midnight (hade: 

'or very horrid 'ris, we all muft own, 

•or poor defcncelefs Nymphs to lie alone $ 

!ince nights are often doleful, dark, and drear, 

bd raife in gcnde brcafts a world of fear. 

^ay, were not Lords ordain*d for Ladies' charms ; 

To guard from perils dire, and dread alalifns ? 

iTes ! and like lock'd-up gems thofe charms to keep, 

biidft the fpeftrcd folitude of deep. 

iow wicked then to fly in Nature's face, 

bid deal damnation on a kind embrace ! 

^ardon, ye grave Divines, this doftrine ftrange, 

Sfho think my morals may have caught the mange. 

rill was the Palace, fave where fome poor fly, 

^ith thirft juft ready to drop down and die^ 

•uzz'd £iint petidons to his Maker's ear, 

'o fhow him ont fmall drop of dead fmall beer; 

ave where the cat, for mice, fo hungry, watching, 

wore the lean animals were fcarce worth catching; 

ave where the dog fo gaunt, m grumbling tone, 

ly dreams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 

Sa« 



\ 
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Save where, with throats to founds of horror &mn% 
Crickets of coughs and rhcumatifhis cotnplaih'di 
Lamenting fore, amid a Royal hold^ 
«^ How hard that crickets ftiould be kill'd by coWT* 

Now Fame to Discord's dreary manfion flcWj 
To tell the Beldame more than all Ihc knewj 
Who, at the Devil's table, for her work. 
For ever w^kome finds a knife and fork i 
Discord, a fleeplefs hag, who never diesj 
With fnipe-like nofe, and ferret-glowing eyes. 
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard fuppl/di 
Poor crackling joints, and withered parchment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din. 
Had clubb'd their yellow heads to form her fktni 
Discord, who, pleas'd a univerfe to fway^ 
Is never half fo blefs'd as in a fray : 
Discord, to deeds, indeed, moft daring giv'n^ 
Who bade vile Satan raife a duft in Heav'ni 
Stirr'd up the fweeteft angels to rebel. 
And funk the f^reft forms to darkeft Hell ; 
Bade, by her din, the humbled fpirits rife^ 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies i 
For which they very properly were fent,. 
Unhappy Legions! into banifhmenti 
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tioom'd, for filch niofl: abominable finningj 
to broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning; 

Discord, who whiipcr*d to th6 jealous Caiii, 
^ Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brab;*' 
Which Cain jierfonh'd, id godlidefs uiiftabtei 
That foe to piety and brother Abel s 

Discord, who haunts poor G *s maudlin Dam£, 

\nd makes her Duke of wifdom cry out ^^ Shame !" 

iVho, afier dinner, for her honours fcreams^ 

^ni graips a Britifh crown in drunken dreams ; 

Then roars as though (what richly fhe deferves) 

The D-ke had clapp's a brdoitiftick t6 her nenrcs: 

Discord, who alfo often doth profane 

The goodly ftreets and courts of Drury-lane ; 

Where bawd meets bawd,blalphenling,fwciaring,druiik^ 

Pimp knocks down pimp^ and punk abufes punk: 

DisooRD) delighting in the wordy war. 

The pillar of the Senate and the Bar : 

Discord, who makes a ** delight in ode, 

)light ♦Square of Hanover for Tottenham Road; 

Nhcre, with the tafte fublime of Goth and Vandal, 

■le orders the worft works of heavy Handel; 

Encores 

• Oallini's Rooms are in this Square^ in which is perfotoktd 
be celebrated Profeffional Concert. 
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^ Encores himfelf, till all the audience gape> 
And fufFers not a quaver to efcape ; 
Discord, all eye, all mouth, all car, all nofe. 
For ever warring with a world's rcpofe ! 



!*r 



When Fame arriv'd, the (having talc to tcll> 
Pleas'd was the red-ey*d Fury in her cell. 
Where fcorpionscrawl'd, where fcreech*dthat noifyfowli 
Known in Great-Britain by the name of Owl ; 
Bats fhriek'd, and grillatalpas join'd the found. 
Cats fquall'dj pigs whin'd, and adders hiis'd aroQnd« 

Clofe to the reftlefs wave her manfion lay. 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day J 
Hence on black wing the Hag was wont to roam^ 
And join the witches *mid the ftormy gloom; 
Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar; 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy Ihore; 
See, *midft each flafli, the heads of Icamen rife. 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries* 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung. 
Of thofe whofe noify names in hift'ry rung. 

Hof 

• This was a fiiofl ludicrous circumflance that happened not 
long iince, when his * • * • • and the Orcheftra were left to thm* 
felves and G^d/mfc tU King. 
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^, with fpread arms, whom Grace and Fury fill, 
nd'ring damnation, ftar'd Stentorian Hill : 
e curs'd. Sir Josbph Banks, in queft of ^me^ 
nding fleas and lobders not the fame. 
: a prime fav'rite, of a fainted band, 
in his heart, and torches in hi^ hand; 
L> George, by mobs huzza'd, and, what is odd^ 
ing poor Papifts for the love of God ; 
'd as old Nero on each falling dome^ 
mely fiddling to the flames of Rome I 
e, in rclpcdt to Kings, not over nice, 
Revolution-fmner — Doctor Fricj^i 
fe labours, in a moft: uncourtly ftile, 
not, like i^^n//^ Burke's, the Royal fmile ; 
not from good Divines both praife and thanks^ 
d, by the wicked> " Gofpel Mountebanks, 
ere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ftatioa 
iffing off idle nojirums of Salvation; 
ho, where the milk and honey flows, rdbrt^ 
kef rooks in corn fields, black'ning all the Court*** 
, leading all her bears fb fairage forth, 
rag'd the Amazonian of the North, 
L Ruin kagu'd, t' attack the Turkifti hive, 
leave not half a Muflulman alive : 

3L, L T irur^ 
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There ftorm'd a Vixen, far and near renowii*d 

¥or fweetnefSi meeknefs^ piety frofoundi 

Her Sons abufing (in abufes oM), 

With all the fiiry of a German fc<rfd ! 

Thefe, witli feme fcorcs, were fcen, of equal 6tnC| 

Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame ! 

The form of Madam Schwellenbbrg (he took, 

Her broken Englilh, garb, and fin-Itke look; ' 

Then fought the Palace, and the Royal car. 

And whifper'd thus, " Mine God, Scr, nebbcr feir^ 

" Oh, pleafe your Majcfty, you ver ver right: 

" Shave all de rafcal, if but out of Ipitc. 

^* Lord ! Lord ! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 

" Not able, O mine God ! for fhavc a cook ! 

" Dat like a king, I fay, what can't do dat ? 

** Mine God ! pray haf more fpirit dan a cat. 

'^ Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king— 

" He fcorn to ax one word about a ting. 

" Mine God ! de cook mufs nebber dare make groaOi 

^' Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul dcr own : 

" *Tis de dam Englis only, dat can fay, « 

'' ' Boh ! fig for king ! by God, Pll haf 3ny way/ 

** I haf fee Court enough— a Prince sml Dook, • 
*' But nebber wilh on fufh as dis to look: 

« 1 6j 
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ay vcr often to frtyfelf— Goodc God! 
lebber vUh a crown Mine head for load ! 
lo not vifli myfelf mofe greater efik : 
King of Englis be a King of defils* 

puniflitnent dc kmfy rafcal bring, 

nd ihow dem aU Vat *tis for be a Ring^ 

merica haf covet us vid ^ame ; 

ick WiBceSj tcK)> be a diim> dam ogfifh namej 

nd fal de paltry Cook be conqtierer too f-^ 

o> God fofbidi as dat viU ntbbef do. 

e hair mufi fall before your royal eye, 

IS fometingy 6^ 1 to triumirfi 'pon poor fly/* — 

'd with her voit^> the King of Nations fmii'd^ 

Pow'r V9itk Monarchs is a fev'rite diiki : 

hat I i^t ! not (hivt 'em^ fliave 'enij (havt 'ehij 

(have 'cm? 
>t all the ^orld, not all the world fhall faye 'cAi. 

1 Ihcer 'cm, ftieer 'em, as I flieer my Iheep." — 
fpckt the mighty Monarch in hi^ Aeep : 

:h proves that Kings in fleep a fpeech may m^, 
1 to what they utter brOad awake. 

arm'd with die mifchief foil on Fancy's view, 
£ to the Major's room the Fury flew : 

- T a Put 
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Put off the form of Schwbllsnberoj and took 

Of Madam HaggbreiorA the milder look: 

A woman, in whofe foul nO guile is feen> 

The Miftrefs of the Robes to our good Queen— 

A Queen, who really has not gpt her peer; 

A Queen, to this our kingdom wond'rous iieari 

Which fhows, however folks are apt to fport. 

That all. the Virtues may be found at court. 

Now, in the Major's ear the Beldame laid, 

" Yan Dixon— y an, you ihuft n6t, niart, be 'fira 

^* I like mufti your peteeftion to de Kiitg^ 

'^ Though G£or g £ will fwear *ds dam, dam fiiucy tir 

*^ And fwear, dat as his foul is to he fayc, 

** Dat ebbry ton of you fal all be fliavc: 

*' Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down^ 

" Dan be dc laugh (mine Gote !) of all de town; 

*' De ver, ter littel boy an girl you meet, 

" Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow dc ftrctt 

" Dc fame (gpine Gote !) vill chimney-fwecp bcha 

'* And cry, * Dcre go dc blockhead dat was fhavc 

•' * Dere go von poor ftiave fcUew !' cry dc Trull, 

« ^ Becaufe he had de loufe upon his fcuU/ 

" I know he fay, dat y6u lal loufe your lodcy 

«' Before to-morrow morain twalfe o*clockv ' 
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I tink dere may be battle— nebbcr mind, 
I hope dat Godamighty will be kind. 
What if dc King make noife about dc houfe. 
For noting but dis dam confounded loufc ; 
He be but von, you know ; an den for you, ' 
Mine Gotc! Yan Dixon, you is fifiy-two: 
Tink, Yan, how George vas frighten by dc mob. 
When Lord George Gordon make dat burnin job. 
Mine Gote ! Yan, mind me, rader lofe dy place, 
Dan fufFer fuch dam nafty dam difgrace. 
I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yan^ 
His Majefty be ver goot fort of man ; 
But ver ver like indeed as oder men, 
Dat is, a leetel ftubborn npw an den, 
Tink, Yan, of dat vpr ugly ting, a wig. 
For pot-boy and de pot-girl run dcr rig I 
Boh ! filthy ting, enough de dcffil fcare; 
And fnade perhap of difmal dead man's hair I 
I fal not wonder if, dy foul for (hock, 
A g^oft come fcize upon der ftolen lock. 
No, fiigs ! nor vondcrs if dcy conie an pull 
De vig vid mufli, mu(h fury from dy fcuU. 
Ton fom poor ftrumpet head perhap dat grow'd, 
Pft die of dam diflbrder, nafly. toad !''— t 

T 3 Thus 
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Thus faying, lo ! the Fury made retreat. 
And left the Lord of Saucepans in ^ fweatr 
Juft like King Richard in his tent, John rear'd, 
And verily a man of woes appear^. 
Now handling his fmall pig-tail, ** Now you're hm' 
Exclaimed the Major, •' but not long, I fear: 
^^ Perhaps fome good may follow tlus fame dieaiPi 
«* And rcfolution mar this fhaying fchemc. 
<< Curs'd be the Loufe that fo much milchief bredf 
<^ And yields to barbers* boys the barmleis head: 
" Curs'd be the razor-maker, curs'd the prig 
^* Whd thought upon that greafy thing— ^ wig. 
** Sure, 'twas fome mangy beaft, fome fcabby rogoti 
^* Who brought a thing fo filthy into yogue ! i 

" Had Nature meantLthc fcarcrcrow to be worn, ' 
" Infants with wigs had ccrtsunly been bom. i 

" But lo ! with little hair, and that uncurPd, 
" But not with wigSj they come into the world! 
<f What fhame, that (heep, that horles^ cows, and buD^ 
<' Should club their tails, to fumilh Chriftian fculbf 
^< But what a facrilegious fhame, the Jia4 
« Can't keep, poor fouls, thpir locks upon thcif head 
<^ What fhame, the fpedtres, in the midnight air, 
# 'f Should wander, fcreaniing for their plundfnr'dhair 

Curf( 
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Curs*d be the fhaving plan, I fay ag^n^ 
Although the bantling of a Royal brain !** . 

'hus curs'd the Major to Night's lift'ning ear, 

Jiough to turn a Chriftian pale to hear 1 

'hus, heedlefe of hereafter, for a pin 

/ill nien and women run their fouls in fm ! 

^ow paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air; 

nd now ibliloquy'd with folemn flare : 
Drunk with dominion, gorg*d with vicious thoughts. 
With Folly tcenaing, doz'd by Flatt'ry's draughts. 
Taught to adaiire their very maudlin dreams. 
And think their brains' dull mudpools, Wisx)Om*s 

ftreams. 
Too many a monarch lives ; but, lo ! not ours ! 
A King, who Wisdom's very felf devours ; 
Snaps at arts, fciences, where'er they rife. 
With all the fire of boys at butterflies. 
SuclhC2amot furely own a little heart ; 
Therefore our locks and wc may never part." 

bw, fitmv^ ft^l, a tinder-box he took, 

nd fierqdy with the ftone the fteel he ftruck ; 

nd, after many unfuccefsful fhocks, 

he iparks inflam'd the tinder in the box; 

^bi^y ^ ^ match which John did fagely handle, 

ave fudden luftre to a farthing candlel 

T 4 Thus^ 
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Thus, if fmaJl things with great wc may compare^ 
We fee hard pedagogues, with furious air. 
Strike with the fift, and often with a ftick^ 
Light through a fcholar*s fcull, ten incites thick, 

Now, full illun^inated, Dixon flolc;, 
Where lay a Mafter-cook within his hole : 
From whence, to all th' inferior Cooks they wcnis^ 
Inclin'd to Oppofition's big intent; 
But, not fo fierce, alas ! for oppolltion. 
As in the threat'ningj^ bullying Petition; 
For men (it is reported) dafti and vapour 
Lefs on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the hift'ry of each dire campaign. 
More carnage loads the news-paper than plain. 
And now die Cooks and Scullions left each ncftj 
And now, behold, they one and all were dreft^ 

Lo ! fallen to the kitchen mov*d the throng 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each tongue: 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier I 
But, ah ! imprefs'd with forrow more fincere ; 
For oft, at tombs^ with joy the bofom burns- 
There, 'us the fable back alone that mourns. 
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!^ow making, with a few dry chips, a fire. 
They fuUen fat, their grief commixed with ire ; . 
>ad ruminating all around the flame, 
like Harry and his band, of deathlefs name^ 
^car Agincourt, cxpeftant of the day 
Jig with the horrors of a bloody fray; 
\ fray that threatened his poor litde band, 
To fweep it, juft like fpiders, to that land 
terra infogniia yclcp'd, which ftretchcs 
\6r — of which, imperfeft arc our (ketches ; 
Since all who have furvey'd this diftant bourn, 
5o welcomed, were not fufier'd to return. 
Thus did the Cooks expcft the fatal mom. 
When, fheep-Uke, every head was to be fhom. 

Now to the whitening eaft they caft their ligh^ 
And wifh-d, but vainly, an eternal night: 
Not with lc6 pleafure'ftares upon the day. 
The wretch condemned hard Naturc*s debt to pay; 
Condemned ere noon to aft a deed abhorr'ds 
To ftrctch, for Juftice' fake, the fatal cord: 
Not with lefs pleafure fhrunk (unknown to Ihame), 
A meat, drink, fnufF, and diamond-loving Dame, 
V\rhcn toW, " That if poor Haftings went to pot, 
' Away yrtnx pearls^ and jewels, and what not, 

« Tom 
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" Tom from the ftomachcr fo fine, yet fold, 
« Which Av'rice thirfted for, and Rapine ftole:" 
Not with lefs pleafurc, in the vale of life. 
Poor EoL-N-T-N beheld a youthful wife, 
(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, fweet flow'r, to Idooms 
Ah ! fiwc'd to (hine, a fun-beam, on a tomb) 
That bloombg youthfol wife, inclined to ftmy 
With Ham-lton, all in a billing way; 
Juft like two turtles, or a pair of lambs. 
Or ewes to play fill with the fridcy rams : 

Not with lefs glee an old and hopelels maid 
Surveys the fun afcending from the Ihade ; 
A fun, that gives a younger filler's charms. 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms : 
Not with lefs joy, that raging chafle old maid 
Sees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Efcape the whip and gaol, and hemp befidc. 
By means of gentle Mister Justicb Hyde. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty ! though, with afpic cy^ 
And glance difdainfiil. Prudery pais them by. 
With mincing ftep, and fquinting caudous dread. 
As though their looks alone contagion fhed. 
/ view each pallid wretch with grief fincert. 
And call on Pity for her tend'reft tear i 

ScC; 
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, on their checks, the blufh of Virtue bums 
ar from their fouls the figh of Rvin mourn ; 
IV, vcil'd in Horror's gloom, their fwimmihg eyes, 
iming wiA hopelcfe wifhes to the (kics, 
:e the pafc RfooN's dim folitary form, 
rapp'd in the darknefij of the midnight ftorai* 
o Qft> by Trbach*ry*s winning fmilc betray'd, 
o fondly trufling, falls the fimple maid ! 

naany a Th — i — e walks the world of wo^ 
) fixul of Innocence the facred fnow ! 

> love, yet nurfc the thought of villain art, 

)w hard a lefibn for the partial heart ! 

K> hard a kfibn for the female foul, 

here Lovx no parmer owns, and fcoms controiiL 

Not with lefs pleafure doth a Poet look 

1 cruel criticifin, which damns his book, 
recommends it to that peaceful fhore 

here books and bards are never heard of more, 

lan look'd each man, with lengthened boding beard, 

I that fad morn, which doom'd them to be (hcar*d : 

)t with lefs pleafure, likewife, let me fay, 

hungry author fees his dying play ; 

lild of his douge, who furveys its fall, 

ift a3 nnmkind fhall viewlkhe tunibling BaDj, ^ 

When 

« ■ . * * 
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When fuiij moon, ftars, and all the diftant Iphere^-i 
Burft in one general wreck about their cars* 
Not with Icfe pleafurc did *Sir William's eye 
Sec SoMEi^SET*s bold wing defert its fky ; 
A fell, at which the Nation's purfe exclaims. 
That thundVing cniftiVl the back of roaring Thames t 
Not with lefs pleafure did Sir WilliamS car, 
A Jecond crafh of this fam'd fabric hear ; 
When poor Sir Joshua, with his painting band, 
Swore the dread day of judgment juft at hand. 
Not with lefs glee, tenacious of his drofs, 
Ross t ftarted — Reader ! not the Man of Rofs--^ i 
When Majesty, to reft his royal head, 
Alk'd of the Church's mitred Son a beds 

Foot 

♦ This gentleman ftill retains the o^ce of Comptroller of tli^ 
?oard of Works, to the Kingdom^ furprife ; but demerit i^ 
Building, as well as in Painting, is a fufficient recommendation 
to a urtatH Jptcits of Patrons, particularly if the Frofeflbn ar^ 
Jefpifed by the people at large. It is the money of this Natio«* 
that is fought for, not the merit. The circumilance of being * 
foreigner too (for this fame Sir William Chambers is^ ^ 
Swede), carries with it another itrong claim to favouritifinl 

f The prefent Bishop of £xfiTER, who, wl^cn Ijia Majist"^ 
rifitcd'that ancient City lately, moft bandjomtlf excufed himfe** 
the honour of entertaining his Royal Master, by biUetiofi 
him upon Dean Buller. ^Fhe following lines, cxtraded froi^ 
9 m^uicript performance 0/ one John Ploughshare, ciUf^ 
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w Man ! vrho proving^ like his Sorcrcign, poor, 
'SS*d him to knock at good Dean Bullsr's door; 

ButLER, 

The Royal Progress, we think> will elucidate this part of our 
^i^^c> and not be unacceptable to our readers. 

* In conmi'd the Ring at lafte to town, 

* With doud and zweac az nutmeg brown, 

* The hofles all in fmoke ; 

' Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 
' Red colours vleeing, roaring, dringing,* 
« Zo mad zeem'd all the voke. 

* Wiping his zwtiaty jaws and poll, 

' All over doufte we fpied'Sc^iRE Rolle, 

* Clofc by the King's coach trattin ; 
^ Now Aioving in the coach his head, 

* Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 

" •SquiRB RoLLBand George be chattin.** 

' Now went the Aldermen and MAt*R, 

* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 

* The Royal voke to keri i 

* When Mb ASTER May'r, upon my word, 

* Pok'd to the King a gert loiig fword, 

* Which iff pok'd back agcn. 

* No%v thoofe that round his Worftiip ftoo4, 
^ DeckrM it clumfily was dood ; 

' YetSquiRT, the people zay, 

* Brandlih'd a gert hofs glyfter-pipe, 
^ To make un in his leHbn ripe, 

« TThat took up half a day, 

*No%r 
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BuLLEftj who took his wandering mafter in. 
And fhifPd widi com and oil his fcrip and (kini 
For which (on gratitude fo wont to dote) 
The Monarch gave a Tumbler — ^worth a groat! 

Oglo- 

Now down droo.Vore-fiieet did thry com^ 
Zum hallowin> and fcreeching ziun : 

* Now trudg'd they to the Db an's | 
Becaze the Bishop zent mun word» 
A could not meat and drink avord» 

** A bad not got the means/' 

A zed, that, *' az vor he, poor man» 
^ A had not got a pot or pan» 

*' Nor fpoon, nor knive, nor vork ; 

* That he was weak, and ould, and fqueal^ 

* And zeldom made a hearty meal, 
'< And zeldom drade a cork.-' 

Indeed, a is a moderate man» 
And zo be all the clargy clan» 

' That with un come to chatter ; 
Who, when they're ax'd to a glafs of wln^ 
To one the wother they tip thelign, 

* And beg my Lord's fine water. 

Then az vor rooms — ^why, there agen 
A could not lodge a cock, nor hen> 
" They were zo fmalU" a zed ; 
< And, az vor beds, they wudn't do, 

* In number about one or two, 

'* Vorfelf and Joan the maid« 

. -• 
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rlorious aft ! an aft, how feldom feen 1 

vhat a day o( g^adne& for the Dean ! 

;ift {o rare, fo noble, fo fublime, 

11 ftupify the fons of diftant time. 

is, kt the BuLLER Family record; 

is brittle treafiire let the Bulleks hoard; 

t Ihow, exuldng, upon gala days, 

> bid fome fevour*d Guest admire and praife# 

)w did the Major hum a tune fo fad ! 

iromatic — m the robes of forrow clad: 

" In vooliih things* a wudn't be cort ; 

** *Twas floopid to treat voices for nort :— 

'* No ; twazn't hccfc defire. 
*' Prefarment, too« waz to an eend ; 
•* The King woud never more vor'n zend, 

** To lift un one peg higher. 

** And yet vokes zay's a man o* fenfe, 

** HOnefl and goodr-but hoardth his pence ; 

** Can't peart with drink nor met: 
" An then why vorc ?" the peepel rail :— 
•' To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail— 

" Ould Weymouth o* Long Leat." 

' Well* to the Dsan's, bounce in they went, 

* And all the day in munchin fpent, 

* And gozlin* too, no doubt ; 

* And, while the Gentry drink'd ivi/hifi, 

* The Mot, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
. * Got roaring drunk withoui* 

Buti 
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BQt> lo ! the ballad cbiild not fear controuli 
Nor exorciic the Barbers fix)m his foul :. 
And now his lifted eyes the cieling fought i 
And now he whittled — not for want of thought; 
A mournful air the whiftUng Major choft: 
Still on his rolling eye the razors rofe. 
From grave to (prightly now he chang'd— a jig-* 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wat'd the wig^ • 
Still faw his eye alarm'd, the * Scratch abhbrr'di 
Like wild Macbcth's, the vifionary fword. — 
Thus, from what Kings, alas ! may fancy fun^ 
His loving fubjefts may be glad to run : 
Thus, when Saint Swithei* from his fountain pouf 
(Saint Swithen, tutelary Saint of fhow'rs) 
Beaux fkip, belles fcamper, fly the cocks axul hcnSj 
With drooping plumage, to the (helt'ring pensi 
While lo ! the waddling ducks TV lieum utter. 
Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the giitt^ 

Sing, Muse ! or, lo ! our Canio not completCj 
What air he humni'd, and whiftled all fo fweet^ 
iloMER, of ev'ry thing minutely fpeaks, 
From Heaven's ambrofia,- to a camp's beef^ifies^i: 

• A fmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, fo calledi ^ 
45enerally worn by our rf^pft amiable and aujjuft Monarch. 
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Then let !]$> Muse, adopt a march fublimc^ 
And try to rival Homer with our rhime; 
Who, had a nit, in Juno's treffes bred, 
Dropp'd on divine Minerva's wifcr head; 
Or CooK-likc Flea, exploring fome new track, 
Hopp'd from the clouds to Agamemnon's back; 
The Bard had fung the fall in verfe divine. 
And Critics heard the found along the line. 
Jove call'd his Juno only Jaucy hitch j 
The Poet thought it would his fong enrich : 
Jove, too, juft threatened, with fome birchen rods. 
To whip her publicly before the Gods ; 
The Bard (though but a flogging-bout at n\oft) 
Dccm'd it indeed too facred to be loft : 
Jove call'd his daughter only bitch and fool 
(Poor Pallas, treated like a girl at fchool), 
Threaten'd to ham-ftring her fix fav'rite nags. 
And tear her bran-new phaipton to rags j 
The Bard, who never wrote an idle word, 
Bade his bold verfe, the God's bold fpeech record : 
And had the Thunp'rer but broke wind, the fong 
Had, in^itative, born the blaft along. — 
Then be it known to all the world around. 
To folks above, and people under ground. 
Vol. I, U To 
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To fifli a^id fowl, and every creeping thiijg— 

Lillibullero^ and God Jave the King^ 

Were aflually the very airs he chofc ! 

But wherefore — God Aj-miohty qnly know$ j 
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CANTO IV. 



THE ARGUMENT* 

t»KKiNG and Majesty get out of bed together— A moft 
folemn and pathetic addrefs to the Mufe, with refpeft to 
Ohm/— A ferious complaint againft the Omens for their non« 
appearance on fo important an occafion — ^The wives and daugh- 
ters of the Cooks feek the Palace, to encourage their huf« 
lands-^A beautiful comparifon of cocks and hens — The difmay 
of the Cooks — The natural hiftory of eyes — Mister Ramus 
eaters the kitchen— Mister Ramus is praifed for dexterity 
in (having Majesty — Mister Ramus*s confequence with 
Majesty faperior to that of great Minifters — Mistbr 
Ramus*8 namfy'famfy name Bilij, given by Majesty— The 
dread occafioned by Mister Ramus*s appearance amongft 
the Cooks — Mister Secker, Clerk of tlTe Kitchen, enters 
in a paffion— Mister Secker threatens tremendoufly — A 
•u;^ of one of the Cooks nobly anfwers Mister Sbcker, 
and vowi oppofition — Mister Secker replies with afto- 
niflimenty vociferation, and threat — ^The Heroine's rejoinder 
to Mister Ramus, witji much (arcafm — Mister Seckbr 
groweth very wroth — lludieth revenge— Prudence appeareth 
to him, and adminiilereth great and wholefome advice- 
Pa u den ce becalmeth the Clerk of the ELitchen^ — A fecond 
Heroine appeareth, fpeechifieth, and ihreateneth — flily al« 
ludeth to the immenfe wealth of male Majesty, and the 
heaps of diamonds belonging to ftmale Majesty — praifeth 
her huiband's deanlinefs, and denieth a loufe-exiftence in his 
head, and fquinteth at Mister Sbcker as the probable 
owner of the animal — Mister Secker rageth a fecond time 
•-One of the iineft comparifons in the world, between 
Mister Seckbr inapaffion, and a Leg op Mutton and 
Turnips m the pot — The Poet paufeth, moralizeth, and 
trembleth at that Devil, lately introduced to the world, called 
E<^ality, the enemy of Majesty— Some of the fweetcft 

U 3 lines 
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lines in the vvorld on the occafion — Pb.ud£kcb re-entereth to 
becalm MistekSccker,, by clapping her hand on his moutli 
^An inexpreilible apt bottle-of-fmall-beer comparifon— The 
Cook-Major rifes in wrath, and is very fatirical on Misr£A 
Secker — The Clerk of the Kitchen replies with intre- 
pidity^ A great deal of ^W Company rufhes into the kitchen 
^-Mister Secker commands filence, and announces the will 
of his Sovereign — The Sovereign eloquently announceth 
alfo his own will — A /weet and fublime comparifon, equal ta 
any thing in Homer. 
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CANTO THE FOURTH; 

V ITH beauteous Lambert's blulhi and Rvssel*s 

fmiles, 
jRORA peep*d upon the firft of Iflesj 
id lo, to bleating flock, and wliiftling biixl> 
profc the Sun, and uprofe G. the Third> 
'ho left his Queen fo charming, and her room, 
talk of hounds and horfes with the Groom, 
y, Muse, what ! not one cloud with lowVing looks, 
gloom companion on the heads of Cooks ? 
'hat ! not one folitary omen font j 
ot one fmall fign, to tell the great event ? 
n Cato's danger, clouds of ev'ry ftiapc 
[ung on the firmament their difmal crape ; 
uRORA wept, poor girl, with forrow big; 
nd Phcebus rofe without his golden wig 1 
lut now the ikies their ufual manners loft, 
^hc ftin and moon, and all the ftarry hoft ! 

U4 No 



296 THB LOUSIAD. CANTO tVm 

No raven at the window ftapp'd his wings. 

And croakM portentous to the Cooks of Kings ; 

No horfes neigh'd, no bullocks roar*d fo ftout ; 

No iheep, like fheep bc-devill'd, ran about; 

No lightnings flafli'd, no thunder deign'd to growls 

No walls re-ccho'd to the mournful owl ; 

No jackafs bray*d afiright ; no ghoft 'gan wsdl 5 

No comet threatened empires with his tail ; 

No witches, wildly fcreaming, rode the broom; 

No pewter platters danc'd about the room. 

Thus unregarded droop*d each mcnac'd head. 

As though the omens all were really dead; 

As unregarded (what a horrid flur !) ^ 

As though the Monarch meant to ftiave a cur! 

Now to the kitchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damfel fweet, and daring dame. 
The wives and daughters of thofe Cooks forlorn 
Whofe lucklefs heads were threatened to be (horn : 
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand. 
To cheer their hufbands, pour'd the boaflful Band! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons rufli'd to battle^ 
Their wives intrepid join'd the general ratde; 
Encouraging their hulbands in the fray, 
For fear fome pale-nos'd rogues might run away: 

Oglo- 
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> glorious aft ! — repelling coward fear. — 
Thus cocks fight bravclt when the hens arc near* 

Now on the band of Ladies ftar'd the Cooks, 
\nd feem'd to fhew hair-ruin in their looks» 
Great is the eloquence of eyes indeed — 
l^uch hift'ry in thofe tell-tale orbs we read! 
What though no bigger than a button-hole. 
Yet what a wondrous window to the foul ! 
The bofom's joy, and grief, and hope, and feaf. 
In lively colours are depicted here I 

Now to the crowded kitchen Ramus fprings, 
Hamus, caird Billy by die beft of Kings ^ 
Who much of razors and of foap-fuds knows, 
Well fkiird to take Great CiESAR by the nofc: 
Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a trufty Page, 
Who often puts great Statefmen in a rage ; 
J'oor Lords ! compell'd againft their will to' waii^ 
I'hough afs-likc laden with affairs of State, 
Till Page and Monarch finifh deep difputcs 
On buckikin breeches, or a pair of boots ! 

Billy ^ a pretty name of love, fb fweet, 
familiar, cafy, for affection meet ! 

Tlius 
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Thus formal Patrick is transform'd to Padd;/ 1 ^ 
And Faiber, by die children chriftcn'd Daddji '- 
And Oliv£R> who could e'en Kings control. 
By niany a thoufand is baptized Old Noll* 

Speak> Reader, didfl thou ever iee a ghoft? 
V fo — thou ftoodefl flaring, like a poll : 
Thus did the Cooks on Billy Ramus ftare, 
Whofe frightful prefence porcupin'd each hair* 
Now enter'd * Sicker — and now thus he Ipoke:-* 
•^ This Loufe affair's a very pretty joke I 
*' Arn't you afham'd of it, you dirty dogs ?— 
•^ Zounds ! have you all been fleeping with the hoff' 
«* But mind — you'll be, to all your great delight^ 
" Bald as fo many coots before 'tis night, 
^ No murmurs, gentlemen — 'tis all in vain J 
*^ When Monarchs order, who fhall dare complsun? 
Now from the female Band^ a Heroine rav'd, 
•' G-d curfe me, if my hufband Jball be fhav'd ! 
** You fhan't, you fhan't the fellow's head difgracc; 
** I fay the man fhall fooner lofe his place, 
*^ ff^gSf like the very devil, I loath, I hate— 
^ And curfe me, if a nightcap hugs his pate/'— 

«< Ho' 

• Late Clerk of the Kitchen* 
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V, Impudence !*' the wrathful Secker ciyM, 
lorror ftaring, and a mouth yard-wide — 
ere, whcrc's my ftick, my cane, my whip, my 
fwitch ? 

o taught rebellion t'ye, you faucy b— ?" — 
^elfy^ with hands akcmbow, cry'd the Dame: 
J ye. Miller Secker, 'tis a fhame^ 
Q ye that the Cooks will all be fools, 
fuffcr razors to come near their fkulk* 
h too, forfooth ! the language of a hog ! 
'm a bitch, then Jomebodf^ a dog/' 

w all th' internal man of Secker boil'da 
thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd^ 
refolution-fraught, he wifli'd to flick her, 
n her face to fpit, and now to kick her* 
RUDENCE in that very moment came, 
iveetly whifper'd to the man of flame— 
p Secker! Yv^^ woman I Secker, fie! 
matter more fublime, thy prowefe try- 
glory Iprings fix)m kicking wives of Cooks : 
ve to furpais great Kings in binding books \ 
infcend great Kings in forcing fl^bborn kinc 
brcalcfaft on horfe-chefnuts, fup, and dine; 

In 
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*' In educating pigs, be thou as deq>; 
, '^ And karn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of fbttf^ 
** *Go, triumph at the market-towns with wool: 
** Go, breed for lady-cows the braveft bull; 
*' Tow'r o'er the fcepter'd Great in fat of lambsi 
" And rife a rival in the breed of rams.— 
" Thefe be thine afts— from hence fair glory flowi, 
" Whofe beam, a bonfire round a Monarch glows. 
** Surpafs in charity towards the Poor ; 
** Nor bully ftarving Merit from the door« 
" Behold, for patronage lean Genius pant! 
•' What though the wealthy Great a tajte may want, 
** Yet, would they caft their eyes on pining Merit, 
** Thofc eyes would quickly warm her frozen Ipirit. 
" The fool may lift the Mourner from the tomb, 
** And bid the buried feeds of Genius bloom. 
" Yes, fools of Fortune, did thofe fools indine 
•* To look on humble Worth, nnlight bid her fluncJ 
•' Thus tallow candles in a chandelier, 
** Make the keen beauties of the glafs appear^ ' 
♦* Call into note a thoufand trembling rays, 
*' And fliare the merit of the mingled blaze. 
«* TheGREAT fliould bid like Suns their trcafures flow, 
^* Whofe beams wide-fpreading no diftinftion know) 

«« But 
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" But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe, 
^ And light at once a fyilem and a pipe." 

Thus Prudence fpokc, whcnSECKER to theDAMB^ 
!onfefs'd his fault, and ftopp'd the burfting flame, 
^ow ftorm'd a Jecond Heroine from the band, 
Tailed Joan, and full at Sbcker made a (land— 

* I lay, Tom fhan't be (hav'd— he Ihan't— he fhan't— 

* Leek porridge, flirabout, we'll fooner wanti 
'' We'll rather htint the gutters for our meat; 

* Cry mackrel, or fing ballads through the ftreet; 
" Foot ftockings, mend old china, or black fhoes, 
" Sooner than Tom, poor foul, his locks fhall lolc. 
" Humph ! what a pretty hoity toity's here ? 

^ Thomas, I fay, (han't lofe lus locks, poor dear! 

" Shav'd too ! caufe people happen to be ^w— 

" r never heard of fuch a trick before, 

** Folks think they may take freedoms with a Cook— 

'* Go, a(k your Master if he'd (have a Hukt. • 

" No— if he dar'd to do it, I'll be curft : 

** No, Secker, he would eat the razor firft. 

" Good lord! to think /^^r people's heads to plunder— 

" Why, lord ! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder? 

" What ! fhall my poor dear hu(band lofe his locks 

* Becaufe a ha'n't ten millions in the flocks ? 

*' Becaufe 
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Becaufe on me, forfooth, a can't bcftow 
A di'mond petticont, to make a fhow ? 
Marry come up> indeed — a pretty joke-* 
Any thing's good enough for humble folk I 
Shov'd here and there, forfooth ; call'd dog and b— 
God blefs us well, becaufe we arc not rich. 
People will foon be beat about with fticks, 
Forfooth, becaufe they han't a coach and fix. 
j1 (han't be fhav'd, and Tm his lawful wife ; 
The man was never loufy in his life, 
yix what his mother fays — ^his neareft kin— 
^ Tom never had a blotch upon his fkin, 
' But when a had the meades and fmall pox/ 
What fory then, fhall the fellow lofe his locks i 

* She never in her life-time faw (fhc fays) 

* A tidier, cleanlier lad, in all her days— 

' And all her neighbours faid with huge furprifc, 

* A finer boy was never feen with eyes f* 

So, Mifler Secker, let's have no more icu/ei 

Hunt further for the owner of the loufe. 

Sir, 'tis a burning Jhame, I'm bold to fay. 

To take poor people's charafter away. 

Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfifti 

You're fond pf peeping into ev'ry difh/' 

Aga 
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Agam of Seckbr boird th* internal man ; 
Cliought urging thought^ again to rage began: 
rluge thoughts of diflfrent fizes lwell*d his Ibuli 
^ow mounting high^ now finking low they rolli 
Suftling here, there> up^ down^ and round about ^ 
M wild the mob^ fo terrible the rout! 
riow like a Leo of Mutton in the pot, 
With turnips thick furrounded all fo hot ! 
Amid the gulph of broth, fublime> profound, 
l^umultuous, joftling, how they rufh around ! 
Now up the tumeps mount with fkins of fnow, 
•Vhile reftlefs lab'rino; Mutton dives below— 
^ow lofty foaring, climbs the leg of fheep, 
^hile Turnip downward plunges 'mid the deep! 
Strange fuch refemblances in things fhould lie! 
|But what efcapes the Poef^ piercing eye ? 
Juft like the Sun — ^for what efcapes his ray, 
^Jio darts on deepeft fhade the golden day ? 

Mufe, let us paufe a moment — here wc fee 
A woman, certainly of low degree, 
Xeviling folk of elevated ftation ; 
Thus wa^ng war with mild Subordination. 
Should fweet Subordinatiou chance to die, 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier-men fo highj 

Then 
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Then will that Imp Equality prevail. 
Who knows no diffrence between head and tail; 
Then Majesty, the lofty nofe who lifts. 
With tears fhall wafli and iron her own fhifts; 
To darn her (lockings, ftom her height defcend, 
Which now are giv'n to * Mackenthun to mend- 
Turn her feir fingers into vulgar paws. 
And waih her dirty laces and her gauze. 
Then dimm'd are coronets that awe inlpire. 
And fceptres ftuff'd, like faggots, in the fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my foul that fhock% 
When female Majefty Ihall wafh her imocks: 
Such humbled grandeur let me never fee : 
Soapfuds and Sov'reignty but ill agree : 
Malkin and Majefty, but ill accord : 
Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr'd ! 
Strange union ! *tis the Vulture and the Bat; 
A gulph and mudpool — elephant and rat; 
A great Archbiftiop, and an Undertaker i 
The Mufc of Epic, and a riddle-makcrj 
A roaring King in tragedy fublime j 
And he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime; 
The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws, 
firm in die feir fupport of Freedom's caufcj 

Ar 

* A lady, attendant on the Piincefles. 
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Jid that fame Lord^ behind the tttn^i a fnail» 
Tho, craWlii^ of an adrefs* holds the tail; 
Iarchesi on the ftage with fted tad plume, 
Jid that Marchbsi in a lady's room; 
ir t JosiPHj Jove-like^ with his himmer'd arm, 
iTho thundering breaks of fleep the opiate; charm ; 
Lnd tbat Sir Joseph, with a fimple look, 
killeding fimples near the fimple brook* 



Ag^in came I^ru0Bn<!e, quaker-looking fatm, 
Siveet^hunnour'd Goddefs, to fupprefs the ftorm, 
iTho dapp'd her hands (indeed an a£t uncouth) 
?ull on the gaping hole of Seckbr's mouthy 
uomprefling thus a thoiiiand iron words^ 
Sharp ev'ry ibul of them as poinis df fwordss 
)ut foon htr hafid (brfodc his lips and chin; 
Vho own'd the Goddefsj and but gave a grin, 
rhus from a fretful bottle of fihall beer^ 
G ihad, the cork fliould leap with wild career i 
4), to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, 
lnd with dmteritjr his hand applies ! 

Vot. L X In 



^ MifiFarred. 

t SirJoupaBANicii A i»iit 6f Us royal itiflgaia It a bun- 
ler to knock down a difpate^ and keep the Royal Society 
vake. 
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In vaip the Uquor buftlcs 'mid the dome; 

John quells aU fury, and fubdues the foam ! 

Now rofe the Major — " Miftcr Sbckbr — Sir, 

" You make in this afiair a pretty ftir ! 

" 'Twcre doubtlefs a fine prefent in a box^ 

*' To offer to our fovereign Lord> the locks : 

*' Some vaji reward would follow, to be fure j 

" A pretty little, fweet, fnug, finecuu. 

" Yes — Master Secker well can play his cards: 

*' Sublime achievements claim fublime rewards. 

" I humbly do prefume, Sir, that his Grace 

" Has promis'd ye a warm Excifeman^'s place : 

*' Some folks are Jacks-in-officej fond of power!" 

Thus fpoke the Cook, like vinegar fa four. 

*^ No matter, Mafter Major, what I get; 

" All that I know, is this, ypur heads fliall fwcat: 

" rU fee the bufinefs done, depend upon't — 

" m order matters, d — n me if I don't : 

*^ Yes, Mafter Dixon, you (haU know who's who- 

" Which is die better gemman, I or you/* 

Thus anfwcrs Secker to the man of woes. 

And points his fatire with a cock'd-up nofe* 

Scarce had he utter'd, when a noife was heaid^ 

And now behold a niodey band appcar'd ! 

WitI 
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With Babel (bunds at once the kitchen rings^ 

Of Oroom> Page, Barbcrj ind the iejt of Kii^t 

And loj Ac iiji of Queens muft fee the fun ; 

And lo, the Princeffcs fo beauteous run; 

And Madam Schwellbnberg. came hcd>bliflg tod; '' 

Poor lady, lofing in the race a Ihoe 1 

But in revenge-purfuitj the lofs how flight ! 

The world would lofe a Ug^ to pleafe a/pitt. 

And now for Peace did Secrer bawl aloud ; 
^d lo. Peace came at once among the crowd, 
n courts of juftice thus, to huBh die hum, 
' Silence !" the cryer calls, and all is mum— 
^ Cooks, ScuUionsj aU, of high and low degree, 
' Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from me. 
^ Our Sovereign Lord the King, whofe word is fate, 
' Wills in his wifdom to fee (hav'd each pate: 

Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once; 

And let each barber fall upon his fconce."— 
Thus thunder'd Secker with a MARs-like face, 
Ind flruck dire terror through the roafting race. 
Thus roar'd Achilles *mid the martial fray, 
Vhen CT*ry frighted Trojan ran away. 

X 2 Calm 
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Calm was the crowdj when thus the King of Ifld 
Firm for the (have, but yet with kingly fmilcs— 
** You'muft be (hav'd— you fhtU, you muft indeed: 
" No, no, I ftia'nt let flip a fmgle head— 
" A very filthy, nafty, dirty trick— 
** The thought on't turns my ftomach — makes me lick* 
" Loufc — ^loufe — SL nafty thing, a loufe I hate:— 
" No, no, rU have no. more upon my plate. 
*' One is fufficient — yes, yes — quite a ftore— 
" rU have no more — no more^ I'll have no more," 

Thus fpoke the King, like cv'ry king who gives 
To trifles, luftrc that for ever lives. 
Thus flinking vapours fix>m the oozy pool^ 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full. 
Bright Sol fublimes, and gives them golden wings. 
The cloud on which /ome fay, the Cberui fingi. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, 



^ BOS WELL, Bozzy, Bruce, * whatever thy name. 

Thou mighty fhark for anecdote and fame ; 

Thou jackaJl, leading lion Johnfon forth 

To eat M'Pherfon f 'midft his native North ; 

To frighten grave profeffors with his roar, 

Vnd fhakc the Hebrides from fhore to flipre — 

VU hail ! At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 

To give one fpark to Fame's befpangled page 

s amply gratified — a thoufand eyes 

Jurvey thy books with rapture and furprife !. 

Loud, of thy Tour, a thoufand tongues have fpokcn, 

!Vnd wonder'd that thy bones were never broken ! 

Triumphant, thou thro' Time's vaft gulph (halt fail. 
The pilot of our literary whale ; 

X 4 Clofc. 

• Vide Note, page 16. 

t The tranflator (but in Dr. Johnfon's opinion the author) tf 
*c Poems attributed to Ossi an. 
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Clofe to the claflfic Ramblbr (halt thou clings 

Clofc as a fupplc courtier to a kmg; 

Fate Ihall not Ihake thee off with all its pow'r. 

Stuck like a bat to fome old ivy'd tow'r. 

Nay, though thy Johnfon ne'er had blefs'd thine cjrcs, 

PaolVs deeds had rais'd thee to the (kics ! 

Yes \ his broad wing had rais'd thee (no bad hack) 

A tom-tit twittering on an eagle's back. 

Thou, curious fbrapmonger, ftialt live in long 
When death hath ftill'd the ratde of thy tongue; 
E'en future babes to lifp thy name (hall learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Hearn, 
Who drove the ipiders from much profc and riumc^ 
And fnateh'd old ftories from the jaws of Time, 
Sweet is thy page, *I ween, that doth recite 
How thou and Johnfon, arm in arm, one night, 
March'd through fair Edinburgh's paAolian Ihpw'nj| 
Which Cloacina bountifully pours; 
Thofe gracious fhow'rs that fraught with fragrance flqWj 
And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 
How fwecdy grumbled too was Sapi's renv^rk, 
^* I flnell you^ Matter Bozzy, m the dark !** 

Alas! 

• Vide page x^f. 
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IS ! hiftorians mre confbunded dull i 

cjim Beeoda reigns in every Ikull ; 

•re beafts of burden, broken-^winded, flow, 

»vy as cart-horlcs, along they go; 

hilft thou, a wiIl-o*-whilp, up, down, here^^ thert^ 

ild dartcft corufcarions cy'r/ where. 

What taftdcfs mouth can gape, what eye can clofe, 

'ha| head can nod o'er thy enlivening profc ? 

3 others* works, the works of iiy inditing 

PC downright diamonds to die eyes of whidng. 

Iiink not I flatter thee, my flippant friend i 

>r well I know that flatt'ry would ofl^nd: 

ct honed praife, Vm furc, thou would^fl: not fliun, 

>m with a (tomach to digeft a tun 2 

^ho can refufc a fmile, that reads thy page, 

^herc furly Sam, inflamM with Tory rage, 

aflau belboundrels, and widi anger big, 

wears Whigs arc rogues, and ev*ry rogue a Whig ? 

^ho will not, too, thy pen's minutiae blcfi, 

hat gives pofterity the Rambler's* drefi ? 

lethinks I view his full, plain fuit of brown. 

Tic large grey bufliy wig that grac'd his crown, 

Bbck 

• Vide page 9^ 
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Black worfted (lockings, little filver biKklcs, 
And fhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles, 
I mark the brown great- coat of cloth he worc^ 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore. 
Which Patagonians (wond'rous to unfold 1) 
Would fairly both his Diftionaries hold. 
I fee the Rambler * on a large bay mare> 
Juft like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare. 
On a full gallop dafb the yielding wind. 
The colt and Bozzy fcamp^ring clofe behind.. 

Of Lady Lochbuy f with what ^ec wc read. 
Who ofFer'd Sam, for breakfaft, cold fheep's hcadi 
Who, prefs'd and worry'd by this dame Co civil, 
Wifh'd the fheep's head and woman's at the dcfiL 

I fee you failing both in Buchan's J pot — 
Now ftorming an old woman § and her cot; 
Who, terrified at each tremendous fhape, 
Deem'd you two Demons ready for a rape: 
I fee all marv'ling at M'Leod's together 
On Sam's remarks || on whey and tanning leather: 

At 

• Page 376, t Page 429, J Page 104. 
5 Page 143, II Page 299. 
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d Corrichatachin's,* the Lord knows how, 

fee thcc, Bozzy, drunk as Dayid's fow, 

bd be^;ing, widi rais*d eyes and lengthen^ chiot 

tev'n not to damn Aec for the deadly fin: 

fee too, the ficrn morafift regale, 
bd pen a Lann ode to Miftrei& Thralcf 
[fee, without a i^ghtK;^ on his lie^d, 
hit fight!* baki Sam in the Premxter's j: bed: 
[ hear (wh^s vff^iideilul!) unibug^ by fhidpng. 
His claffic diflerUQon upon pudciiQg:§ 
Of Provoft Joppjl I mark the raarvTu^ fecc, 
^ho gauge the Rambler's freedom with a grace: 
t fee too, traveling fiiom the Isle of Egg,^ 
The humble fcrvant** of 4 h<Mfe's kg; 
Vnd Snip, the taylor, from the Isle of Muck,*!-!" 
Vho ftitch'd in Sky with tolerad>!e luck : 

fee the horn that drunk^ds muft adbre ; 
The hom, the nughty horn of Rorie More; J:ji 
Vnd bloody ihields that guarded hearts in quarrels, 
^ow guard fi-om rats the milk and butter barrels. 
Rethinks the Caledonian dame I fee 
familiar fitting on the Rambleh's knee. 

Charming^ 

• Page 317. t Page i77- t Page 216. 

i Page 440. II Page 39. f Page ^75. 

•• ^ blackfeiith. ft Page 275. tt Page 254, 



J\6 EPISTLE TO BOSWELt. 

Charming, with kiflcs fwect, the chuckling fagp; 

Melting with fwccteft fmiles the froft of agoj 

Like Sol, who darts at times a chccrfiil ray 

O'er the wan vifagc of a winter's day. 

'^ Do it again, my dear,** (I hear Sam cry) 

•' See who f|rft tires, my charmer, you or h^ 

I fee thee ftufiing, with a hand uncouth^ 

An old dry'd whidng in thy Johnfon's mouth; 

And lo ! I fee, with all his might and main. 

Thy Johnfon fpit Ac whiting out again. 

Kare anecdotes ! 'ds anecdotes like thefe { 

That bring thee glory, and the million pka^ ! 

On thefe fliall future times delighted ftarc. 

Thou charming haberdafher of fmall ware ! 

Stewart and Robertibn, from thee, fhall learn 

The fimple charms of Hift'ry to difccm : 

To thee, feir Hift'ry's palm^ (hall Uvy yicid|| 

And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the fk|4 J 

Joe Miller's felfi whofe page fuch ftin^jkDvokeSi 

Shall quit his (hroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes I 

Flow are we all with rapture touch*dj to fee 

Where, when, and at what hour, you fwalloVd tea! 

How, once, to grace this Afiatic treat, 

Cam^ haddocks, y/hich the Rambler could nqc eat. 

Plcas'd, 
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Plcas'd, on thy book thy Sov'reign's eye-balls roll, 

Who loves a goffip's ftory (votn his foul ! 

Blcft with the memory of the Pcrfian king,* 

WTho, cv'ry body knows, and cv*ry thing ; 

tVho's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguiled 

riath loft a paramour, and found a child $ 

Vhich gardener hadi moft cabbages and peas, 

bid which old woman hath moft hives of bees ; 

iVhich farmer boafts the moft prolific fows, 

i!^ ocks, hens, geefe, turkeys, goats, fheep, bulls, and cows i 

JVhich barber beft the ladies* locks can curl; 

WTiich houfe in Windfor fells the fineft purl; 

Which chimney-fweep beft beats, in gold array. 

His brulh, and ftiovel, on the firft of May ; 

Whofe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel; 

And whofe the puppet-fhew, that bears the bell ; 

VVhich clever finith, the prcttieft man-trap f makes. 

To iave from thieves the royal ducks and drakes. 

The Guinea hens and peacocks, with their eggs. 

And catch his loving fubje£b by the legs. 

Oh ! fince die Prince of goffips reads thy book. 

To what high honours may not Bozzy look ? 

The 



• 



Cyras. 



• Hit M-*-»7 hath planted a number of thofe trufty gaar- 
iiaas around Us park at Windfor, for the benefit of the public. 
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The lun-lhine of his fmilc may foon be thiftc— 
Perchauncey in converfe thou may^ft hear him fliinc: 
Percbaunce, to ftamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnfon's Life, thy dedication ; 
Afks queftioris* of thee, and, O lucky elf. 
Mod kindly anfwers ev'ry one himfelf. 
Bleft with the claflic learning f of a college. 
Our K — g is not a miler in his knowledge : 
Nought in the ftorehoufe of his brains turns mufty; 
No razor-wit, for want of ufc, grows rufty : 
Whatever his head fuggefts, whatever he knows. 
Free as eleflion beer from tubs, it flows ! 
Yet, ah ! fuperior far ! — it boafts the merit 
Of never fuddling people with the Ipirit I 

'' Say, 

* Jufl after Dr. Johnfoh had been honoured widi an interview 
with a certain great perfonage, in the Qnecn's library at Bock- 
ingham Houfe, he was interrogated by a friend concemiag his 
reception, and his opinion of the r-y-1 intelled. — " His M— y 
feems to be po/TefTcd of fome good nature and math ttoktxy 
^replied the Doctor) : as for his »ej, it is not contempdble. His 

M y indeed was multifarious in his queJUcms; but, thank God, 

he anfwered them all I?i;/i/eI/V* 

t This is a very extraordinary circumftance : the late P— — ^ 
D— r retained tlirec parts of the money ordered for thccda* 
cation of her children. The effca of this miftrahU condoa was 
fo confpicuous in her daughter M— a, that the letters receired 
from her during her reiideHco in Denmark, were sbfehtdy 
nnintelligible. 
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Say, Bozzy, when, to bkis our anxious fight. 
When Ihali thy volume * burfl: the gates of light? 
3h> cloth'd in cal^ ambitious brat, be born-^ 
3ur kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 
Vf y fancy's keen anticipating eye, 
\ thoufand charming anecdotes can fpy : 
t read, I read of G— gc the kam'df difplay 
Dn Lowth's and Warburton'a immortal fray : 
Df G — ge, whofe brain, if right the mark I hit. 
Forms one huge Cyclopaedia of wit; 
That holds the wifdom of a thoufand ages, 
^d frightens all his workmen and his pages ! 
Bozzy, ftill, thy tell-tale plan purfue : , 
rhe*6rorld is wond'rous fond of fomelhing new; 
And, let but Scandal's breath embalm the page, 
[t lives a welcome gueft from age to age. 
Not only fay who breathes an arrant knave, 



But who hath fneak'd a rafcal to his grave : 



• The Life of Dr. Jolinfon. 



Make 



t His M— -y's commenuiy on the qoarreU in which the 
Kilhop and the Doflor pelted one the other with dirt fo grace* 
follj, will be t treafare to the lovers of literature ! Mr. B. faatk 
u gopd as promifcd it to the publicj and, we hope, meazu t» 
Iceep his word. 
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Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's caufe) a routi 
And^ like a d-mn'd good Chriftian^ puU him out« 
Without a fear^ on families harangue ; 
Say who fhall lofe their ears^ and who (hall hangi 
Publifh the demi-reps^ and punks — ^nay moxt^ 
Declare what virtuous wife will be a wh-re. 
Thy brilliant brain, conjecture can fupplyj 
To charm through cv^tj leaf the eager eye. 
The blue-ftocking* fociety dcfcribe^ 
And give thy comment on each joke, and jibei 
Tell what the women are, their wi^ their qualit/i 
And dip them in thy dreams of immortality ! 

Let Lord McDonald threat thy breech to kici^rt 
And o*er thy fhrinking fhoulders fhake his ftick: 
Treat with contempt the menace of diis Lordj 
*Tis Hift'ry'* province, Bozzy, to record^ 
Though Wilkes abufe thy brain, that airy mill> 
And fwear poor Johnfon murdered by thy quill; 

What'! 

• A club chiefly compoTed of mft learned ladies, ffotoni 
criticf, WBid /e/f-diligaiid arbitbrs of tafte, to wlacb Mr^B* 
wai admitted". 

f A letter of fevere remonllrance was fcnt to Mr; B. mhh '^ 
confeqaence, omitted/ in the fecond edkion of hit Joomalf «^ 
h fo generally pleafing to the public^ viz. the fcaniUou paflgt> 
xdative to this nobleman. 
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?\rhat*s that to thee ? Why let the vidtim bk^d**- 
Fhy end is anfwer'd, if the nation read. 
The fiddling Knight, • and tuneful Miftrefs Thralc, 
IVho frequent hobb'd or nobb'd with Sann, in ale, 
)natch'd up the pen (as thirft of fame infpires \) 
To write his jokes and ftories by their fires > 
Then why not tbou^ each joke and tale enrol, 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, 
Full twenty year^ (inflam'd with lettered pride) 
Didft moufing fit before Sam's mouth fb wide> 
To catch as many fcraps as thou wert abte— 
/V very Laz'rus at the rich man's table ? 
^hat though againft thee porters f botmce the doof, 
And bid thee hunt for iccrets there no more; 
W^ith pen and ink fb ready at thy coat, 
Excifeman-like, each fyllable to note, 
That giv'n to printer's devils, (a precious load I) 
^ wmgs of print comes flying all abroad ? 
Vot. I. Y Watch 



* Sif John Hawkins, who (ts well ss Mrs. Thrate, now 
^adam Piozzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexic^ 
jnipher. 

t This IS literally true — " Nobody is at home." — Our great 
}^\t want the tafte to reli(h Mr* Bofwell's vehicles to iounor* 
i>Uty, Though in Lontion, poor Bozzy is in a dcfcrt. 
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Watch then the venal valets — finack the maids^ 

And try with gold to make them rogues and jado: 

Yet ihould their honefty thy bribes refent; 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent : 

Like old Voltaire, who plac'd his greatefl glory 

In cooking up an enterulning ftoryj 

Who laugh'd at Truth, whene'er her fimple tongue 

Would fnatch ainufement from a tale or fong. 

Oh ! whilft, amid the anecdotic mine. 
Thou labour'ft hard to bid thy Hero fhine. 
Run to Bolt Court,* exert thy Curl-like f foul, 
' And filh for golden leaves from hole to hole: 
Find when he ate and drank, and cough'd and fnecz'd— 
Let all his motions in thy book be fqueez'd : 
On tales, however ftrange, impofe thy clawj 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ftraw : 
Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breatlies of Johnfon muft ht great I 

Bleft be thy labours, moft advent'rous Bozzi, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi; 

Heav'nsI 

• In Fleet-ftreet, where the Doaof Jived and died, 
t Curl, the bookfcller, frequently bribed people to hunt tic 
temples of Cloacina for the letters of Pope and Swift. 
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'ns ! with what laurels (hall thy head be crown'd i 
3ve, a foreft, (hall thy ears furround ! 
whilft the Rambler fhall a comet blaze^ 
gild a world of darknefs with his rays ; 
too, that world, with wonderment, (hall hail, 
ely, boupcing cracker at his tail ! 
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jhlS MnBoswELt's Journal hath afFordtfdfodi iini- 
vcrlal pleafurc by the relation of minute incidents, and 
the great Moralift's opinion of men and things, during 
his northern tour j it will be adding greatly to the 
anecdotical trcafury, as well as making Mr. B. happy, 
to communicate part of a Dialogue that took place 
between Dr. Johnfon, and the Author of this Con- 
gratulary Epiftle, a few months before the Doftor 
paid the great debt of nature- The Doftor was very 
cheerful that day j had on a black coat and waiftcoat, 
a black plufh pair of breeches, and black worftcd 
(lockings, a handfome grey wig, a fhirt, a muflift 
neckcloth, a black pair of buttons in his fhirt flccvft^ ' 
a pair of fhces ornamented with the very identical 
litde buckles that accompanied the philofopher to the 
Hebrides ; his nails were very neady pared> and his 
beard frefti Ihaved with a razor fabricated by the in- 
genious Mr. Savigny. 

P. P. ** Pray, Doftor, what is your opinion of 
«* Mr. Bofwell's literary powers ?" 

Jcbnp 



POSTSCRIPT. 325 

John/on. *' Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozzy 
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of 
literature — he feems ftrongly affefted by the cacoetbes 
fcribendii wilhes to be thought a rara avisj and in 
truth fo he is — ^your knowledge in ornithology. Sir, 
will eafily difcover, to what fpecies of bird I allude," 
Here the Doftor fhook his head, and laughed. 

P. P. " What think you. Sir, of his account of 
Corfica ? — of his charafter of Paoli ?" 

John/on. " Sir, he hath made a mountain of a wart. 
But Paoli has virtues. The account is a farrago of 
difgufting egotifm and pompous inanity/* 

P, P. " I have heard it whifpered, Doftor, thac 
ihould you die before him, Mr. B. means to write 
your life." 

Jobnjon. ^* Sir, he cannot mean me fo irreparable 
an injury. — ^Which of us Ihall die firft, is only known 
to the Great Difpofer of events ; but were I fure that 
James Bofwell would write my life, I do not know 
whether I would not anticipate the meafure, by taking 

Y 3 bis:* 
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bis.'* (Here he made three or four ftridcs acrofe the 
room, and returned to his chair with violent emotion.) 

P. P. ^M am afraid that he mpans to do you the 
favour," 

Johnjon. *' He dares not— he would make a fcarc- 
crow of me. I give him libcrt\^ to fire his blundcr- 
bufs in bis own. face, but not murder m^. Sir, I heed 
not bis x'jTog i(pa — ^Boswell write my life! why tin 
fellow poflefles not abilities for writbg the life of m. 
epbemeron.'^ 
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TOWN ECLOGUE, 



Arcades mibo. 



£c caatare parss, et refpondere, |Mrati) VxiciL* 



THE ARGUMENT. 

On the death of Doctor Johnson, a number of people, affl« 
bitious of being diftingaifhed from the mute part of their 
fpecies, fet about relating and printing flories and hons-mtii 
of thi^t celebrated moralift. An^ongft the moft Kealovs, though 
not the moft enlightened, appeared Mr. Bos wbll and Madamb 
Piozzi, the Hero and Heroine of our Eclogue. They 
are fuppofed to have in contemplation the Life of Johnson ; 
and to prove their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir Jorh 
Hawkins for his decifion on their refpeflive merits^ by qao< 
tations from their printed anecdotes of the Doctqr. Sir 
John hears them with uncommon patience, and detenmna 
\tvy froperljf on the pretenfions of the contending parues* 
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TOWN ECLOGUE. 



W HEN Johnson fought (as Shakclpcar fays) 

that bouriij 
•"rom whence, alas ! no travellers return ; 
n humbler Englifli, when the Doftor died, 
Vi»0LLO whimper'd, and the Muses cried; 
^ARNASSus mop'd for days, in bufinefs flack, 
Vnd, like a hearfe, the hill was hung with black ; 
^4mBRVA, fighing for her fevVite fon, 
^ronounc'd, with lengthened fece, the world undone ; 
Hier OWL, too, hooted in fo loud a ftyle. 
That people might have heard the BiRb a mile; 
TovB wip*d his eyes fo red, and told his wife. 
He ne*er made Johnson's equal in his life; 
\nd that 'twould be a long, long time, if ever. 
His art could form a fellow half fo clever : 
Venus, of all the little Loves the dam, 
^ith all the Graces, fobb'd for brother Sam : 

Such 
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Siich were the heav'niy howlings for his death. 
As if Dame Nature had refign'd her breath. 
Nor Icfs fonorous was the grief, I \veen, 
Amidft the natives of our earthly fccne : 
From beggars, to the Great who hold the helm. 
One JohnJO'tnania rag'd through all die realm 1 

*' Who (cry^d the world) can matchhisprofc or rhyme? 
•* O'er wits of modern days he towVs fublhnc I 
•* An oak, wide fpreading o'er the Ihrubs below, 
^ That round his roots, with puny folia^, blowj 
^ A pyramid^ amidft fome barren waftc, 
•* That frowns o'er huts, the fport of ev*ry blaftj 
•' A mighty Atlas, whofe afpiring hea4 
•* O'er diftant remons calls an awful fhade. 
" By kings and beggars, lo ! his tales arc told> 
" And ev'ry fentence glows a grain of gold ! 
•' Bleft ! who his philofophic phiz caa take, 
** Catch ev'n his weakneflcs — his noddle's (hake, 
«• The lengthen'd lip of fcorn, the forehead's fcowl, 
'^ The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growl. 
" In vain, the Critics aim their toothlcfs rage! 
" Mere fprats, that venture war with whales to wage: 
** Unmov'd he ftands, and feels dieir force no more 
" Than fome huge rock amidft the watVy roar, 

« That 
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* That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 
' And howling tcmpefts, that as well may fleep/* 

Strong, 'midft the Rambler's cronies, was the rage 
To fill with Sam's bons-mots and tales the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz'd around his fetting ray, 
And bore a fplendor, on their wings, away: 
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run. 
And catch their little luftre from the Sun« 

At length, ruJh'd forth two Candidates for fame; 
A Scotchman one, and one a London dame j 
Vbatj by th* emphatic Johnson, chriften'd Bozzv; 
U/j, by the Bifhop's licenfe. Dame Piozzi; 
Vhofe widow'd name, by topers lov'd, was Thralb, 
Bright in the annals of eleftion ale ; 
A name, by marriage, that gave up the ghoft ! 
In poor Pedocchio* — no ! — Piozzi, loft ! 
Each feiz'd with ardour wild, the gray goofe quill ; 
Each fet to work the intellectual mill ; 
That pecks of bran, fo coarfe, began to pour. 
To one poor folitary grain of flour. 

Forth 



• The author was nearly committing a blunder — fortunate 
indeed was his recolle6Uon ; as Pedocchio fignifies, in the Italian 
language, that mofl contemptible of aniinals» a louse. 
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Forth nilh'd to light, their books — hutwhofhoMbj^ 
Which bore the palm of anecdote away ? 
JJiV, to decide, the rival wits agreed 
Before Sir John their tales and jokes to read. 
And let the Knight's opinion, in the ftrife. 
Declare the prop'rcft pen to write Sam's Life: 
Sir John, renown'd for mufical* palavers; 
The Prince, the King, the Emperor of Quavers! 
Sharp in folfeggi, as the (harpeft needle; 
Great in the noble art of tweedle-t\\'eedle ; 
Of Music's College form'd to be a Fellow, 
Fit for Mus. D. or Maestro di Capblla: 
Whofe volume, though it here and there of&nds, 
Boafts German merit — makes by bulk amends* 
High plac'd the venerable quarto fits, 
Superior frowning o'er oftavo wits 
And duodecimos, ignoble fcum ! 
Poor proftitutes to ev'ry vulgar thumb ! 
Whilft undefird by literary rage. 
He bears a Jfotlefs leaf from age to age. 

Like fchool-boys, lo ! before a two-arm*d chair 
That held die Knight wife judging, ftood the Pair'* 

Or 

• Vide his Hiflory of Miific. 
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Or like two poneys on the fporting rounds 

Prepared to gallop wheA the drum fheuld founds 

The couPLB ranged — for vid'ry, both as keen. 

As for a tott'ring bi(hoprk:> a Dean, 

Or patriot Burkb, for giving glorious ballings 

To that intolerable fellow Hastings, 

Thus with their fongs contended Virgil's fwains. 

And made the valleys vocal with their ftraitis. 

Before fome gray-beard sage, whofe judgment ripe. 

Gave goats for prizes to the prcttieft pipe. 

** Alternately in anecdotes go on; 
** But firfl:, begin j^w. Madam," cry'd Sir John: 
The thankful Dame low curtfied to the chair. 
And thus, for vift'ry panting, read the Fair : 

MADAME PIOZ2 I. • 

Sam Johnson was of Michael Johnson born; 
Whofe fhop of books did Litchfield town adorn: 
Wrong-headed, ftubborn as a halter'd ram; 
In fliort, the model of our Hero Sam : 
Inctin'd to madnefs too—for when his fhop 
Fell down, for want of calh to buy a prop. 

For 

♦ Vide Piozzi's Anccdotei, page 3. ' * 
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For fear the thieves might fteal the vani(h*d ftore. 
He duly went each night, and lock'd the door I 

B O Z Z Y> 

Whilft Johnson was in Edinburgh, my witt^ 
To pleafe his palate, ftudied for her life : 
With ev'ry rarity fhe fill'd her hoiife. 
And gave the Doctor, for his dinner, groufc 

MADAME PIOZZLf 

Dear Doctor Johnson was in fize an ox^ 
And from his Uncle Andrew leam'd to boxi 
A ]^A^f to wreftlcrs and to bruifers dear. 
Who kept die ring in Smithfield a whole year^ 
The Doftor had an Uncle too, ador'd 
By jumping gentry, caird Cornelius Ford; 
Who jump'd in boots, which Jumpers never choofe/ 
Far as a famous Jumper jump'd in Ihoes. 

B O Z Z Y. t 

At fupper, rofe a dialogue on witchds^ 
When Crosbie faid, there could not be fuch b-tch-S; 

And 

♦ Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 

f Piozzi's Anecdotes^ page 5. % Page 39. 
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And that 'twas blafpheiny to think fuch hags 

Gould ftir up ftorms, and on their broomftick nags 

Gallop along the air with wond'rous pace. 

And boldly fly in God Almighty's face: 

But Johnson anfwer'd him, " Thert might be witches; 

*• Nought prov'd the non-exiftence of the b-tch-s/' 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
When Thrale, as nimble as a boy at fchool, 
I-cap'd, tliough fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ftoo! ; 
The Doctor, proud the fame grand feat to do. 
His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too; 
And though he might a broken back bewail. 
He fcom'd to be eclips'd by Miller Thrale. 

BOZZY.t 
At Ulinish, our friend, to pafs the time, 
Regard us with his knowledges fublime ; 
Showed that all forts of learning fiU'd his nob. 
And that in butch'ry he could bear a bob. 
He fagdy told us of the diff rent feat 
Emptoy'd to kill the animals we eat : 
•* An ox," fays he, " in country and in town, 
** Is by the butchers conftantly knocked down ; 



As 
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*^ As for that leffer animal, a calf, 
*^ The knock is really not fo ftrong ly halfi 
" The bead is only fiunn^d\ but, as for goats, 
" And ftieep, and lambs, the butchers cut fbeir tbraU* 
«* Thofe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 
<* Not choofing that the brutes ihould breed a riot.'' 

MADAME PI02ZI.* 

When Johnson was a child, and Iwanow'dpapi 
*Twas in his mother's old maid Catherine's lap; 
There, whiMl he fat, he took in wond'rous leamingi 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearmng; 
There heard the ftory which we Britons brag on, 
The ftory of St. George and eke the Dragon* 

B O Z Z Y. t 
When FooTE his leg, by fome misfortune, broke, 
Says / to Johnson, all by way of joke, 
" Sam, Sir, in Paragraph, will foon be clcWi 
" And take off Peter better now than ever.** 
On which, fays Joh5ison, without hefttation, 
*' George J will rejoice at Foot's depediiaim.*' 

On 

♦ Page 15. f Page 141. 

t George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, tftken cf W 
Foote, under the character of PaxBa Paragrafr. 
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\ which, fays I, a penetrating elf! 

Doftor, I'm fure you coin'd that word yourfelf 

n which he laughM, and faid, I had divin'd it, 

)r, iond fide^ he had really coined it. 

And yet, of all die words Pve coiil'd, (fays he) 

My Diftionary, Sir, contains but thiee." 

MADAME J?IOZZI. 
The Doctor faid, " In literary matters, 
A Frenchman goes not deep — he only /matters:'^ 
lien alk'd, what could be hop*d for from the dogSi 
Hows that liy'd eternally on frogs ? 

BOZZY.^ 
In grave proceflion to St. I>eonard*s College, 
cU (hifiPd with every fort of ufefiil knowledge, 
e iiately walk'd, as foon as fupper ended : 
lie Landlord and the Waiter both attended : 
lie Landlord, fkill'd a piece of greafe to handle, 
^fore us march'd, and held a tallow candle ; 
lantern (feme fam'd Scotfinan its creatofl) 
^ith equal grace was carried by die Waiter. 
cxt morning, from our beds we took 1 leap, 
rid found ourfclves much better for our fleep. 
Vol. I. . Z MADAME 

# Page sj. 
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MADAME P I O Z Z !.• 
In lincolnfliirc, a lady (how*d our friend 
A grotto, that fhc wilh'd him to commend; 
Quoth (he, " How cool in fummcr this abode !**— 
" Yes, Madam, (anfwer'd Johnfon) for a ioad/* 

BOZZY.t 
Between old Scalpa's rugged iQe and Ra&y's, 
The wind was vaftly boift'rous in our feces : 
'Twas glorious, Johnson's figure to fet fight on*-' 
High in the boat, he look'd a noble Triton 1 
But, lo ! to damp our pleafure Fate concurs. 
For Joe, the blockhead, lofl lus mafler*s fpurs: 
This for the Rambler's temper was a rubber. 
Who wonder'd Jofeph could be fuch a lubber. 



MADAME PIOZZI4 

I afk'd him if he knock'd Tom Osborn $ down; 
As fuch 4 tale was current through die town- 
Says I, « Do tell me. Doctor, what befell/'-— 
" Why, dearcfl lady, there is nought to iell: 
" I pondered on ihcfropVefi cnodc to ireai hiav— 

« The 
• Page 203. f Page 185. 

I Page ajz. § BookftOler. 
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^ The dog was impudcnti and fo I beat him ! 

^^ Tom, like a fooli proclaim'd his ^cied wrongs; 

^* Otbersi that I belabour'd, held their tongues/* 

Did any one, that he Was happy ^ cry— 
Johnson would tell him plumply, 'twas a lie. 
A Lady* told him flie was really fo; 
On which he ftemly anfwer'd> " Madam, no ! 
** Sickly you are, and ugly — foolifh, poor; 
'' And therefore can't be happy, I am fure. 
** 'Twodd make a fellow hang himfelf, whofe ear 
*' Wcrci from fuch creatures, forc'd fuch fluff to hear/*' 

B O Z Z Y.t 
Lo ! when we landed on the Ifle of MuLii 
The megrims got into' the Doctor's fcull : 
With fuch bad hiimoun he began to fiUi 
I thought he would not go td Icolmkill : 
But k> ! thofe megrims (wonderful to utter I) 
Were banifh'd all by tea and bread and butter ! 

MADAME I^IO^Z I. 
Qjiodi 1 to Johnson— Doftor, tell me true, 
Who was the ^4/? man that you ever knew? 

Z 2 He 
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He anfwer'd me at once, Georoi PsAtMANAZAK ; 
Keen in the Engli(h language as a razor. 
Such was the ftrangc, the ftrangeft of replies. 
That rais'd the whites of both my wond'ring eyes; 
As this fame George, in impofition ftrong^ 
Beat the firft liars that e'er wagg'd a tongue. 

BOZZY.* 
I wonderM yefterday, that one John Hay, 
Who ferv'd as Gcerone on the way. 
Should fly a man of war — a fpot fo bleft— 
A fool ! nine months, too, after he was prcft. 
Quoth Johnson, " No man. Sir, would be a (aito 
" With fenfe to fcrape acquamtancc with a j^or. 

MADAME PlOZZi.t 

I faid, I lik'd not goofe, and mentioned wiy:— 
One fmells it roafting on the fpit, quoth I. 
** Tou^ Madam," cry'd the Doctor, with a frown 
" Are always gorging — ^ftufEng fomething dawn: 
'* Madam, 'tis very nat'ral to fuppofe, 
** If in the pantry you ynll poke your hole, 
"Your maw with ev*ry fort of viftuals fwcffing, 
" That you mufi want the blifs of diiner JmetHng^ 

BOZZ 
• Page iji, f Page 103. 



BOfZZr AND PIOZZI« J4t 

j BOZZY. 

^i As at Argyle's grand hoiife my hat I tookt 
To feck my afehonfe, thus began the Duke : 
" Pray, Mifter Bofwells^ won't you hare fome tea T* 

= 1 To this I made my bow, and did agree— 
i Then to the drawing-room we both retreated, 
; Where Lad7 Bbtty Hamilton was Icated 
Clofe by the Duchess, whov m deep difcourfe. 
Took no more notice of me than a horfe. 
Next day, my/elf and Doftor Johns<^ took 
Our hats, to go and wait upon die Duke. 
Next to himfelf the Dukb did Jom-wson place; 
But I, thank God,, bxjecami to his Grace. 
The place was due moft furcly to- my merits— 
And feidi, I was in very pretty fpirits : 
I plainly faw (my penetration fuch is) 
I AVas not yet in favour with the Duchess. 
Thought ly I am not difconcerted yet; 
Before we part. Til give her Grace a Jweat — 
Then looks of intrepidity I put on, 
And afk*d her, if fhc'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed, muff be confefs'd !' 
I kjiew I was the Duke's^ and not ber gucft ! 
K-nowing— as Fm a man of tip-top breeding, 
'^h^ great folks drink no healths whilft they are feeding, 

Z 3 1 took 
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I took my glafs, and looking at her Graci^ 
I fbr'd her like a devil in the face 2 
And in refpeSful terms, as was my duty. 
Said I, " My Lady Duchess, I falute ye:** 
Moft audible, indeed, was my fahite. 
For which fome folks will fey I was a brute; 
But, faith, it dalh'd her, as I knew it wQukl^ 
But then I knew that I was flelb^and i^lood. 

MADAME PIOZZL* 
Once at our houfe, amidft our Attic feafls. 
We liken*d our acquaintances to heafts: 
As for example — fome to calves and hogs. 
And fome to bears, and monkeys, cats and dogs; 
We faid, (which charm'd the Doctor much, no doubt) 
His mind was like, of Elephants, xht/Mut, 
That could pick pins up, yet poflels*d the vigour 
For trimming wpll the jacket of a Tiger. 

B O Z Z Y.t 
Auguft the fifteenth, Sunday, Mifter Scott " 
Did breakfaft with us— when upon the Ipot; 
'^o bim^ and imto Doctor Johnson, lo 1 
Sir William Forbes, fo clever, did I Ihowj 

Ainan 

• Page 204. t P*ge 15. 



BOZZY AND PlOZZy. 34 J 

. man that doth not after roguery hanker ; 
channing Chriftian, though by trade a banker-, 
lade too of good companionable Huff; * 
Jid diis, I think, is faying full enough : 
nd yet it is but jufticc to record, 
hat when he had the meafles — 'pon my word, 
he people feem'd in fuch a dreadful fright, 
is houfe was all furrounded day and night, 
5 if they apprehended fomc great evil, 
general conflagration, or the devil, 
id wheii he better'd^h ! *twas grand to fee *em 
ke mad folks dance, and hear 'em fing Te Deum. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
Quoth Johnson, " Who d'ye think my life will 

write!"— 
Goldsmith," faid I. — Quoth he, "The dog's vile 

" fpite, 
Befidcs the fellow's* monftrous love of lyings 
Would doubtlels make the book not worth the 

" buying/' 

B O Z Z y.t 
That wordiy gentleman, good Mr. Scott, 
id, 'twas our Socrates's lucklefs lot 

Z 4 To 

• Page 31. f Page 13. 
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To have the waiter, a fad nafty bhde> 

To make, poor gentleman, his. Iqixonade ; 

Which WAITER, much againft the DacTom's wifh, 

Put with his paws the fugar in the diik : 

The Doctor, vex'd at fiich a filthy feBow, 

Began, with great propriety, to bellow ; 

Then up ho took the difli, and notdy flung 

The liquor out of window on the dung; 

And Doctor Scott declared, that, by \i^ frown, 

He thought he would have knocked the fettow dowp. 



MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Dear Doctor Johnson lefcoff drinks fernicntcdii 
With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ; 
Yet often down his throat's prodigious gurtpr. 
Poor man ! he pour'd a flood of melted butter ! 

BOZZY, 

With glee, the Doctor did my girl behold; 
Her name Veronica, juft four months old. 
This name Veronica, a name though quaint. 
Belonged originally to a Saint j 



But 



• Page 102, 
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m to. ray old Great Graodam it was giv'n— • 
s fine a woman as e'er iKeot to Heay*n ;. 
nd vhac muft add tx> her importance xjmKh,, 
his lady's geneojogy wa& Dv/ck. 
he man who. did: efpoijfe thfe dame divinp, 
Tas iMkCXANDWx Earl of Kincardine; 
i/^ho poui'd along my body, Uke a Qmcc^ 
he noble, noblQ> noble Hood of Baucis! 
nd who that own'd this blood could well reftrfc 
make the world acquainted widi the news? 
ut to return unto my charming child- 
bout our Doftor Johnson flie was wild-, 
M when he kk off ipeaking, (he would dutter^ 
)uall foe bim^ to begin ag^, and fputter ! 
nd to be n^ar him a ilrong wifh expreis'd, 
^hich pi:Qves.he was. oot fych a horrid beafb 
cr fondnefs for the Do&pr pleas'd me greatly; 
n which I loud ^Hclaim'd in lanjuagp (lately, 
ay, if I recoUeft aright, I /wore, 
i to her fortune add five hundred more ! 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Onftvday, s(s we wers* all m talking lofl^ 
^y mother's ^*rite fpaniel ftole the toaft; 



On 
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On which, immediately, I fcrcam'd, ** Fie on hcr- 
*' Fie^ Belle," faid I, "you us'd to be on honour."— 
" Yes,*' Johnson cry'd; "but. Madam, pray be told> 
" The reafon for the vice is — Bblle grows old.'' 
But Johnson never could the dog abide, 
Becaufe my mother wafli'd and comb'd his hide. 
The truth on't is — Belle was not too well bred. 
Who always would infift on being fed; 
And very often too, the faucy slut 
Infifted upon havmg the firft cui. 

BOZZY. 
Laft night much care for Johnson's cold was us'd, 
Who, hitherto, without his nightcap Jnw7id\ * 
That nought might treat fb wonderful a man ill. 
Sweet Mifs M'Leod did make a cap of flannel 1 
And after putting it about his head, 
She gate him brandy as he went to bed. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
One night we parted at the Doctor's door. 
When thus I faid, as I had faid before, 
*^ Don't forget Dicky, Doctor*— mind poor Dick." 
On which he tum'd round on his hed fb quick, 

€€ Madam/' 

• Page TO4. 
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Madam," quoth he, ** and when I've ferv*d that elf, 
1 gucfs I then may go and bang myfclf.*' 

BOZZY.* 
At night, well foak*d with rain, and wpnd'rous weaiy, 
e got as wet as (hags to Inyerary ; 
e fupp'd moft royally — ^were vaftly frifky, 
hen Johnson ordered up a gill of whifky : 
iking the glals, fays I, « Here's Miftrefs Thrale*"— 
Drink her in wbijly not," faid he, " but ale.** 

MADAME PIOZZLt 
The Doctor had a cat, and chriften'd Hodge, 
lat at his houfc in Flept-Strcet ys'd to lodge, 
lis HodgQ grew old, and fick, and us'd to wifh 
lat all his <Unner3 might be form'd oi fijh: 
> pleaie poor Hodge, the Doctor, all fb kind, 
ent out, and bought him oyfters to l?is mind-, 
Kis every day he did — nqr afk'd blacH Frank J, 
ho deem'd himfclf of much top high ^ rank, 
'ith vulgar fijb-fags to be forc'd to chat, 
cid purchalb oyftcrs for a mangy caff 

SIR JOHN. 
For God's fake ftay each anecdotic fcrap ; 
et me draw breath, and take a trifling nap; 

With 

* P«gc 483. t ?^g? I02f J P'? Johnfon's fervant* 
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With one half-hour's reftoring (lumber Weft, 
And Heav*n*s afliftance, I may htar the nfi^ 

Afide\ — What have I done, inform me, graciousLon! 
That thus my ears with nonfenfc fhould be bor'd? 
Oh ! if I do not in the trial die. 
The Devil and all his brimftone I djefy. 
No punifhment in other worlds I fear; 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 
Ah ! ten times happier was my lot of yore. 
When, rais'd to tonfequifue thac jU< adore, 
I fat^ each feflion, king-like^ in the chair^ 
Aw'd e¥^ry rank, and made the miflion ftape: 
Lord paramount o*er ev'ry J^uftice riding v 
In caufes, with- a Turkifh fway, deciding ! 
Yes,^ like a noble B^fliaw, of three tails, 
I fpread a fear and trembling dirough the j^? 
Bleft, have I brow-beaten each thief and^ ftrunnpet^ 
And blafted on them, like the laft day's trumpet. 
I know no paltry weaknefs of the foul- 
No fniv'ling pity dares my deeds control.:. 
Afham'd, the weaknejs of my King I hear; 
Who, childifh, drops on ev'ry death* a tear. 

Rcti3 

• Such is the report concerning his moft tituUr^biortidlAAjti"^ 
when he fuffers the law to take its cottHii on criminali. H^ 
unlike the Great Frsdbric of Pruffia, who iUU^bism %lmgf^ 
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m*, return again, thou glorious hour, 
to my gralp once gav'ft my idol, pow'r; 
fi at my feet the humble knaves would fall; 
thundering Jupiter of Hicks's Hall. 

le Knight thus finifliing his fpeech fo fair^ 
• pull*d him gently backwards in his chair; 

wide the mouth that oft on jail-birds /a;^^, 
1 raised his naial organ to a roar, 

a6hially furpafe'd, m tone and gracey 
grumbled ditties of his favorite baje.1( 

>ir John wiflies in vain— His hour of infolence returns no 

! ^ 

The violoncello, on which iJie Knight is a performer* ' 
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ECLOGUE. 

PART II. 

-W OW from his deep the KNiGHT,affHghted,fpniH(i 
Whilft on his car the words of Johnson rung; 
For> lo ! in dreams^ the furly Rambler rofc> 
And wildly ftaring, feem'd a man of woes. 
^« Wake, Hawkins," (growrd the Doftor, wiA i 

frown) 
<< And knock ibat fellow and ibai woman down: 
" Bid them with Johnson's life proceed no fordicrj 
*^ Enough already they have dealt in murthert 
" Say, to their tales that little truth belongs ; 
** If fame they mean me, bid them hold their tongues* 

*^ In vain at glory gudgeon Boswbll (haps— 
" His m'lnd, a paper kite— composed of fcrapsi 
" Juft o'er the tops of chimneys form'd to flyi 
/' Not with a wing fublime to mount the Jfy. 
" Say to the dog, his head's a downright Jnw»i' 
<< Unequal to the Hift'ry of Tom Thumb : 

Nay- 
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Nay — tell, of anecdote, that thirfty leech. 
He is not equal to a Tyburn Speech.* 

" For that Piozzi's wife. Sir John, exhort her. 

To draw her immortality from porfer-. 

Give up her anecdotical indidng. 

And ftudy houfewifery inftead of writmg : 

Bid her a poor biography fufpend j 

Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 

I know no bufinefs wonnen have with learning; 
' I fcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd balf-difcerningi 
' Their wit but ferves a hulband's heart to rack, 
^ And make eternal horfewhips for his back. 

*' Tdl Peter Pindar, ftiould you chance to meet 
him, 
' 1 like his gcnius—lhould be glad to greet him: 

* Yet let him know, crowrCd heads are (acred things, 

* And let him rev'rence more the left of kings \\ 

" Still 

* Compofed for the unfortaxuite brave of Newgate, by dif- 
^rent hsftoriaiu. 

t TUs is a ftrange and almoft incredible fp^ech from Johk- 
^Oh'i moath^ a3> not many years ago, when the agi of a ctrtmn 
^KiAT pBRsoNAGB became the fobjeft of debate, the DodOr 
^ke in upon the converfation with the following qaeftion :— 
^ 0£ what importance to the prcfeat company^ is his ngif'^Oi 

what 
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** Still on his pegafus continue jc^ging, 

" And give that Boswell's back anocher flo^^.* 

Su<b was the dream that wak'd the fleeping Kmght, 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light — 
Who, mindlefs of old Johnsok ahd his fix)Wn, 
And ftern commands to knock the couple dowtij 
Refolv'd to keep the peace — and, in a tone 
Not much unlike a maftifF o*er a bone. 
He grumbled, that, enabled by the nap. 
He now could meet more biographic fcrAp; 
Then nodding with a magiftratial air. 
To farther anecdote he call'd the Fair. 

MApAME PIOZZI.* 

Dear Doftor Johnson lov'd a leg of pork^ 

And hearty on it would his grinders work : 

He 

** what importance would it have been to the world if he hi 
•» never ixifieiV^ If we may judge likewife from the following 
fpeech, he deemed the prefent p^JJiJor of a artaim THfcONB ss 
much an v/urper as Xing William, whom, according to 
Mr. Boswell's account, he he/coundrels. The ftory is this :— An 
acquaintance of Johnson's, Mift Rbynolds, afkedhimif^^ 
could not Jing, He replied, " I know but one fong ; and ti^ ^^ 
* The King ihall enjoy his oiun again." 

• Page 8. 
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Ht lik'd to cat it fo much over donei 
^hat one might (hake the flelh from ofF the bone« 
A veal pyc too, with fugar cramm'd and plums. 
Was wondVous grateful to the Dodlor's gums. 
Though us'd from mom to night on &uit to ftufl^ 
He vow'd his belly never had enough. 

h O Z Z Y> 
One Thurfday morn did Doftor Johnsoh wakc> 
And call out " Lanky, Lanky," by miftak^-r- 
But rccollc6ting— •• Bozzy> Bozzy/' cry'd— 
tor in confraffims Johnson took a pride ! 

MADAME PlOZZI.t 
Whene'er our friend would read in bed by night, 
iPoor Mifter Thrale and I weris in a frights 
For, blinking on his book too mtar the flam^ 
Lo ! to the fore-top of his wig it came ; 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and finall, 
Down to the very net-work, nam*d the catiU 

BOZZY.t 

At Corrachatachin's, in hoggilm funk, 
I got with punch, alas ! confounded druidc : 
Vol. L a a Much 

• Page jg4. t P«8« i37« t T^H^ik^?^ 
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Much was I vcx'd Aat 1 could not be quict^ 

But, likt a ftupid blockhead, breed a riot— ^ 

I fcarcely knew how 'twas I rcel'd to bed; 

Next mom I wak'd with ditadful pains oF head. 

And ttht>ts too, that of my peace did rob mc) 

For much I fcar'd the Moralift would rtiob me; 

But as I lay along, a heavy log. 

The Doftor, entering, caii^d me drunken dog. 

trhfeii up fofe I Mth apoftolic air. 

And read in Dame M^Kiknon's bdok of prayV>. 

In hopes for fuch a fin to be forgit'ni 

And make, if jWfliblc, my peace with fiM^*ii; 

'Twas ftrange that, in that volume of divinity, 

I op'd the Twentieth Sunday after Trihlty, 

And itad thefe words^* Pray be not drunk with wm^ 

* Since drunkennels doth make a man a fwlhei* 

« Alas !•• fays I, « Che firiner that I am !" 

And having made my fpeifchy I Cook a dramw 

MADAME PrOZZf.* 

One day, with fpirlts low, and forrow filled, 
1 told him that I had a coofm kifl'dr 

T 



'' My dear," quoth he, '' for hb^'ii's i^kic fibld yoilr 

*^ canting J 
" Were all yotir couRns k W'd> diey 'd not b^ ^tit\t\g : 
'* Though Death on each of them Ihould fet his mark, 
" Though ev'ry one were Ipitted like a lark, 
^' Roafted, arid giv'n thit dbg there for a meal, 
^' The lo6 of them die world wotild never feel : 
''' Truft me, dear Maikm, ^ yoUr (tear tektiOhi 
^' Arc nits— are nodUhgs hi thfe eye of nitwn^." 

Ag^,* fays li one day, *' I do believe, 
^^ A godd acquaintance diat I have will grieve 
'* To hear her friend hath loft a large eftate." — 
^' Yes," anfwer'd he, '^ lament as much her fate, 
'' As did your bor/i (I freely will allow) 
^' To hear of the mi/carriage of your cow.'* 

B O Z Z v.* 

At£noch, itM'Quefen**, we went to bed; 
fli coloured handkerchief i^riippy Johnson's head: 
He faid, *^ God blefs us hib^^good nightj*' and then, 
r, like a parii!h clerk, pronounc'd Amen ! 
My good companion foon by flecp was feiz'd -, 
But I, by birce and fleas, was fadly teaz'd; 

A a 2 Methought 

• Fagc J89. \ PageioJ. 
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Mcthought a fpider, with terrific daws. 
Was ftriding fix>m the wainfcot to my jaws; 
But flumber fbon did every fenfe entrap. 
And fo I funk into the fweetefl: nap. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
Trav'ling in Wales^ at dinner-time we got on 
Where, at Lcwcny, Uves Sir Robert Cotton, 
At table, our great Moialift to pkaie. 
Says I, " Dear Do£tor, am^t thofe charming pcas?'^ 
Quoth he, to contradLfk, and run his rig, 
'^ Madam, they poffibly might pkafe a^i;/* 

B Q Z Z Y.t 

Of diatching, well the Dodor knew the ani 
And with his threfliing wifdom made us daft: 
Defcrib'd the grcateft fccrets of the Mint, 
And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
Of hops and malt 'tis wond'rous what he knew; 
And well as any brewer he could brew* 

MADAME PIOZZI.l 
In ghofts the Doftor llrongly did believe 
And pinn'd his faidi on many a liar's fleeve.r 



He 
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He faid to Do6bor LAWRENcis^ '^ Sure I amj 
•* I heard my poor dear mother call out * Sau/ 
^* Vm furc," laid he, " that I cap truft my earsj 
'^ And yet, my mother had been dead for years.** 

B O Z Z ¥.• 

When young, ('twas rather filly I allow) 
Much was I pleas'd to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury Lane, with Dodbor BLAim, 
My imitadons made the playhouie flare ! 
So very charming w^ I in my roar. 
That both the g^meries clapp'd, and cried '^ Encor€^\ 
Bleft by the general plaudit and the laugh, 
I try*4 to be a jackafs and a calf; 
But who, alas ! in all things can be great ? 
In Ihort, I met a terrible defeat; 
So vile I bray'd and bellow'd, I was hifs'd; 
Yet all who knew me, wonder'd that I mi&'d« 
Blair whilper^d me, ** You've loft your credit now; 
(^ Sdck, BoswiLL, for the future, tp the Gp«i." 

MADAME PIOZZLt 
Th* afikir af Blacks when Johnson would difcufs. 
He alwajrs thought they had not fouls like iv/ ; 

Aa 3 And 

* f age 499 ^ t P*J« *«*• 
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f . . . V . » # .. . 

And yet, vh^^c'cr his family would fight. 

He always iai^ bl^c}c> f rank * ^a^ in thq right;. 

I muft confefs that I enjoy'd a plcafurc 
In bearing to the North fo great a trcafurc i 
Thinks I, Fin like, a bulldog or a hound^ 
Who, when a lunrip of liver he hath found. 
Runs to fome corner, to avoid a riot. 
To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet: 
I thought this good as all Joe Millar's jokes; 
And fo I upy and told it to the folks. 

MADAME PIOZZI4 

Some of our friends wjfh'd Johnson woidd compoft 
The lives of authprs whp bad Ihone inprofe: 
As for his fja^% np mortal man could doubt it-* 
Sir Richard Muscrave, he was warm about iti 
Gotupj andfooth*d, intrcated, be^'d and pray'd, 
Poor man ! as if he had implor'd for tread* 
" Sir Richard,*' cry'd the Doctor, with a frown, 
*if Sinceypu're ^oi «f , I pray you. Sir, jStxhrm-'' 

BOZZT. 

• The Doftor's man-fcrvant. 

t Page 359. J Page 295. , 
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Of Dodtor Johnson haying giv*n a (ketch^ 
Permit me, R^er, of mjifelf to prea9h: 
The world will certainly receive with glee 
"The flighteft bit of hiftory of me. 
Think of ^ gen f lemon of ancient Wood! 
Prouder of title than of being gopd\ 
A gentleman juft thirty-^three years oldj 
Married fqur years, and as a tiger bold; 
"Whofe bowels ye^m'd Great Britain's foes to tamc> 
And from the canaoff's mputh to fwaJ^low flames 
To get his limbs by broad fwoicfc carv'd in wars, 
like fonie old b.e(Ulead, and to. bp^ft his fears i 
And, proud immprtal ^ftions to achieve. 
See his hide bor'd ^)y bullets like a fieve. 
But lo ! his fether, a well-judging Judge, 
Forbade his Jon from Edinburgh to budge ; 
Refolv'd the French Ihould not his b — fide claw; 
So bound \a%Jon apprentice to the law, 
ms gentleman had been in foreign parts. 
And, like Ulysses, learnt a world of arts: • 
Much wildom his vaft travels having brought- him. 
He was not half the fool the people thought him : 

Aa4 Of 
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Of prudence, this fame gentleman was /iuh3 
He rather had too little than too much. 
Bright was /i&iV gentlefkan*s imagination^ 
Well calculated for the hi^ieft fiation : 
Indeed fi> lively, give the Dev*l his due;^ 
He ten dmes more would utter than was true^ 
Which forc'd him frequently, agsunft his will^ 
Poor man ! to fwallpw many a bitter pifl : 
One bitter pill among the reft he took. 
Which was, to cut fome fbandal from his book. 
By DoAor Johnson he is well portray VI: 
Quoth Sam, ** Of Bozzv it may well be fiud, 
" That, through the moft inholpitable fcenc, 
** One never can be troubled with die fpleen, 
*' Nor ev'n the greateft difficulties chafe at, 
^* Whilft fuch an aninial is near to laugh at«** 

i^ADAME PlOZZI.f 

For m€$ in Latin, Dodor Johnson wrote 
Two lines upon Sir Joseph Banks's goat; 
A goat! that raund the world fo curious went; 
A goat ! that now eats grais that grows in Kentl 

BOZZY. 

• Page 72* 
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BOZZY.* 



To Lord MoNpoDDO a few Unes I wrote, 
knd by die fervant, Jofeph^i ient diis note: 

«' Thus far, my Lxud^ from Edinburgh, my home, 
' With Mifter Samusi. Johnsoh, I am cgmci 
' This night, by us, muft ccruinly be fecn 
^ The very handfome town of Aberdeen* 
^ For tbwgbts of Johnson, you'll be not apply*d toj 
' } know your Loidlhip likes him Ufs than Ido^ 
" So near wc arc-^to part, I can't tell how, 
^ Without fo much as making him a bow: 
^ Befides, the Rambler lays, to fee Monbodp, 
^ He'd go at kaft two miles out of his road; 
^ Which fliows that be admires (whoever rails) 
"^ The pen which proves that men are born with fails. 
* Hopmg that as to healdi your Lordlhip does wdl, 
*' I fup your fcrvant at command, 

'* Jambs Boswelu'* 

^ADAME PlOZZI.t 
On Mifter Thilale's old bunier Johnson rod^^ 
Who with prodigious pride the beaft bcflxodci 

And 
• Page 20/. t I^id« 
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And as on Brighton Downs he dafi'd away. 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a^rdhnan fay> 
That at a chafe he was as tight a band 
As e*er a (porting lubber in the land. 

BOZZY.<i^ 

One morning, Johnson, on the IQc of MitiLj 
Was of his politics exceffive full: 
Quoth he, ^^ That Pultenbt was a rogue 'ds phini 
?^ Befides^ the fellow was a ff^ig in gram.^^ 
Then to his principles he gave a banging. 
And fwore no fFbig was ever worth a banging* 
" Tis wdnderful," feys he, " and makes one ftarc, 
" TotliinktheLiverjrchofeJoHNWiLKEsLordMay'rj 
" A dog, of whom the world could nurfe no hopes; 
«* Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their (hops*** 



MADAME PIOZZI. 

Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie ; 
Btit grant that Johnson faid it — ly the iye. 
As Wilkes unhappily your friendjhip (har^d, 
TbI dirty aneciote might well h^J(ar'd. 

BOZZY. 
• Page 424. 
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i ' BOZZY. 

; Madani> I ftick to truth as much as you, 

tabid damme if the ftoiy be not true. 

[\vhat you have faid of Johnson and the iarks, 

£-As much thellAMBLBR for z/avage marics. 

J iwas fcandalous^ ev*n Candour muft allow, 
ijTo give the hift*ry of the bar/e and cow. 

f^?Vhat but an enemy to Johnson's feme, 
sn^ar'd his vile prank at Litchfield playhoufe name«« 

t "Where, withput ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the man and chair into the pit ? 
Who would have rc^fter'd a fpeech fp odd 
On the dead Stay-maker * and Doftor Dodd ? 

MADAME PIOZZI. 
Sam Johnson's threfhing knowledge and his thatch- 
May be your own inimitable hatching : . [ing» 
l^ray of his wifdom can't you tell more news ? 
Could not he make a (hirt, and cobble fhoes. 
Knit (lockings, or, ingenious, take up flitches ; ^ 
t>raw teeth, drcfs wigs, or make a pair of breeches?* 
Vou prate too of his knowledge of the Mint, 
As if diQ Ramblbr really had been in't. 

Who 

• Piozai'i Anecdotes, page jx, firft edition. 
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Wba knows^ but you will tell usj (truth foriakiDg) 
That each bad ihilUng is of Johnson's wmka^i 
lEs^ each vile fixpence that the world hath cbcMfid] 
And bif^ the art that ev'ry gumea fweated ? 
About his brewing knowledge you will prate tOQi 
Who fcarcdy knew a hop from a potato^: 
And thou^ of beer he joy'd in hearty iWi^ 
rd pit againft his tafte my hulband's pigs^ 

BOZZY. 
How could your folly tell, fo void of tru^ 
That miferable ftory of the y^outh^ 
Who, in your book> of Doftor Johnson begs 
Moft lerioufly to know if cats laid eggs ! 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Who told of Miftrcfs Montague the lie— • 
So palpable a falfehood ? — ^Bozzvj fie t 

flQZZ;y. 
JFbo^ madd'ning with an anecdotic itch. 
Declared that Johnson call'd his mother h-t^P 

MADAME PIOZZI. 
Wboy from McDonald's rage to fave hb fiiouf^ 
Cut twenty lines of dcfemadon out ? 

B02ZT 
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B o z z y. 

fFb$ would have iaid a word about Sam^s wig, 
*• told the ftory of the peas and pig ? 
ITho would have told a tale fo very flat, 
^ Fjiank the Blacky and Hodg£ the inaiig7 cat). 

MADAME P10Z21. 

Good me ! you're grown at once confounded t€jid^ t 
>f Doftor Johnson's feme a Jierce defender: 
m fiire you've mentioned many a pretty ftory 
Tot much redounding to the Do6bor*s glory< 
^^9W for z faint upon us you would palm him— 
*irft murdir the poor man^ and then embalm biml 

BOZZY. 

Why truly^ Madam^ Johnson cannot hoafi-^^ 
Sy your acquaintance) he hath rather lofi. 
-lis charaAer fo Ihockingly you handle, 
ifou'vc funk your comet to a farthing candie4 
tour vamties contrived the fage to hitch in, 
\Dd bribed him with your cell^ and your kitchen : 
But luckkls Johnson play'd a lofing game; 
Though ieef and beer he won, he loit his fame. 

MADAMS 
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MADAME PIOZZI. 

One quarter of your book had Johnson rcaJ, 
Flft-criticifm had rattled round your head. 
Yet let my fatire not too far purfuc— 
Your book has merit, give the Dev'l his duc# 
Where Grocers and where Pajhy-cooks refide. 
Thy book, wiA triumph, may indulge its pridcj 
Preach to the patty-pans fentenrious ftuQv 
And hug that idol of the nofe, Call'd fnuff ; 
With all its ftories cloves and ginger pleaie> 
And pour its wonders to a poimd of cheefe! 

B o 2; z y . 

Madam, your irony is wond'rous fine! 
Senfe in each thought, and wit in cv'ry line; 
Yet, Madam, when the IcaVes of my poor book 
Vifit the Grocer, or the Paftry-cook, 
Tours^ to enjoy of Fame the juji reward. 
May aid the trunk-maker of Paul's Church-Yard; 
In the fame alehoufes together us'd. 
By the fame fingers they may be amus'd; 
The greafy fnuffers yours, perchance, nlay wipe, • 
Whilli mine, high honoured, lights a toper's "pipfe. 

Th 



ic praifc of CouRTENAY* my book's famefecures — 
ow, who the devil. Madam, praifes yvurs ? 

madaKie piozzi. 

Thcufandsi you blockbcad-^no on^ now can doubt 

yt not a. foul in^ Londoa is widiout ic [it Jl 

be folks were ready Cadell to devour, 

''ho fold the firft edition in an hour. 

>! — Courtenay's praifes fave you 1 — ah 1 that 

'Squire- 
cals, let me tell you, more in fmoke than fire. 

BOZZT. 
Zounds ! he has praised me in the fvceeieji line — • 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Aye ! aye I tlie verle and fubjed eciiial (hinc. 
cw are the mouths that Courtenay's wit rehearfe— 
lere cork in politics, and lead in veffe. 

BOZZr; 

• T%it Kvcly 'fittU 6f tic Hbufe of Coimnbns— lAdeei h^' 
loMvs; whoieems to have b^n feleA^d by hU coii(tityent9 
lore for the purpofes of langbing at the misfortunes of his 
:>Qntry, i&Ui bitiing thi ^Mouftds. He h the author of a poe^t 
ktdf pabliihed, that endeavours, mis vtriSui, to /rw# that 
^^fior JoHNsav was a irutt as well as a fmrtjifi / 
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B !Z Z Y. 

Well, Ma'am ! fincc all that Johnson faid or wroi^ 
You hold fo facred, how have you forgot 
To grant the wondcr-htSnring world a reading 
Of Sam's Epiftlc, juft before your wedding; 
Beginning thusj (in drains not formed to flatter) 

" Madam, 

*^ If that mofi ignominious nuittir 
*^ Be not concludt^''^ 

Fardicrflidllfay? 
No — we fliall have it from yourfelf fome day> 
To juftify your paffion for the Toutby 
With all the charms of eloquence and trutlu 

MADAME PIOZZr« 

What was my marriage. Sir, to you or bimt 
He tell me what to do ! — a pretty whim ! 
ticy to propriety y (the beaft) re/orti 
As well might elephants preftde at eourt. 
Lord ! let the world to damn my match agreii 
Good God! James Boswell, what's /i^fE^«rA/fXliiV 
The folks who paid refpefts to Miflrcfi Trrale, 
Fed on her pork, poor fouls ! and fwill'd hq* akj 
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May Jicken at Piozzi, nine in ten — 

Turn up the nofe of fcom — good God ! what then ? 

For tnty the Dev'l may fetch their fouls fo great \ 

Tbey keep their homes, and /, thank God, my meat. 

When they, poor owls ! fliall beat their cage, a jdl, 

I, unconfin'd, fhall fpread my peacock tail ; 

Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eafe, 

Choofe my own food, and fee what climes I pleafc. 

I lliffer only — if Tm in the wrong : 

'So, now, you prating puppy, hold your tongue« 

SIR JOHN. 
Forfhame! forftiame! forHcav'n'sfakc^^/i^bequiej— 
Not Billingsgate exhibits fuch a riot. 
Behold, for Scandal, you have made a feaft. 
And tum'd your idol, Johnson, to a beaft : 
'Tis plain that tales of ghofts are arrant lies.. 
Or inftantaneoudy would Johnson rife; 
Make you both eat your paragraphs fo evil. 
And for your treatment of him, play the devil. 
Juft like two Mohawks on the man you fall ; 
No murd'rer is worfe ferv'd at Surgeons Hall. 
Inftead of adding fplendour to his name. 
Your books are downright gibbets to his fame. 
Of thofe, your anecdotes— may I be curft. 
If I can tell you wbicb of them is worft. 
Vol, L "^h You 



r 
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You never with pofterity can tlirivc — 

'Tis by the Rambler's death alone you /iw; 

Like wrens (that in fonie volume I have read) 

Hatch'd by ftrange fortune in a horfe*s head. 

Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory. 

But now his fame lies foully dead before ye : 

Thus to fome dying man, (a frequent cafe) 

Two dodors come, and ^ve the coup de gract. 

Zounds, Madam ! mind the duties of a wife. 

And dream no more of Doftor Johnson's Life; 

A happy knowledge in a pyc or pudding 

Will more delight your friends than all your ftudyiflg 

One cut from ven'lbn to the heart can fpeak 

Stronger than ten quotations irom the Greek 5 

One fat Sir Loin poflefles more fublime 

Than all the airy caftles built by rhyme. 

One nipperkin oi Jiingo with a toaft 

Beats all die ftrcams the Mufes Fount can boaftj 

Bled, in one pint of porter, lo ! my belly can 

Find raptures, not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough thofe anecdotes your pow'rs have Ihown; 

Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will ov^y damn yourown^ 



For thee, James Boswell, may the hand of Fate 
Arreft thy goofc-quill, and confine thy prate! 

Thine 
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Thine cgotifms the world difgufted hears— 
Then load with vanities no more our ears. 
Like fome lone puppy, yelping all night long^ 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yer, fhould it lie beyond the powVs of Fate 
To ftop thy pen, and ftill thy darling prate i 
To live in foiitude, oh ! be thy luck, 
A chattering magpie on the Ifle of Muck. 

Thus fpoke the Judge ; then leaping from the chair. 
He left, in confternation loft, the Fair : 
Black Frank * he fought on anecdote to cntfn. 
And vomit /f:^t ^ ^^^^ of furly Sam* 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knight> 
The rivals marv'ling mark'd his fudden flight j 
Then to their pens and paper rufh'd the twain 
T^o kill the mangled Rambler o*er again. 

* Dodor Johnson's Negro fervant. 

t The Knioht's yoltime is reported to be iil great forward- 
ers, and likely to diftana his formidable competitors. 



K.B. The quotations from Mr. Bofwell are made fi-om the 
fecond edition of his Journal ; thofe from Mrs. Piozzi, from 
the firft edition ol her Anecdotes. 
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DE UPON ODE; 

OR, 

A PEEP AT ST. JAMES'S', 

OR, 

NEW-YEAR'S DAY; 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



§(u9 Wit twjMt rafit tempe/las, deftror hdf^u Ho x f « t« 

Juft as the maggot bices, 1 take my way-* 

To Painters now my court refpedfuj pay ; 

Now (eTcr welcome !) on the Mufe*s wings. 

Drop in at Windfor, on the Beft of Kings; 

Now at St. Jameses, about Handel prate. 

Hear Odts, fee Lords and *SqoireSj and fmile at State. 



Bb J 



t 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



READER, 

THINK it ncceflary to inform thee, if thou haft 
>t read Mr. Warton's Ode, that I mean not to fay 
at he hath, totidem verbis, fung what I have 
lerted of him ; I therefore beg thlat my Ode may be 
>nfidered as an amplification of the ingenious 
•aureat's idea. 
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KlNOW, Reader, that the Laurbat's poft fubliino 
IS deftin'd to record, in handfome rhyme. 

The deeds of Britifh Monarchs, twice a year: 
If great — how happy is the tuneful tongue! 
[{pitiful — (as Shakelpearc fays) the fong 
* Muft fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall beer.** 

But Bards muft take the up-bill with the down^ 
Kmgs cannot always oracles be hatching: 

Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown — 

Therefore, like thofe in cheefe, notworththecatching, 

O gentle Reader! if, by God's good grace, 
Or (what's more fought) good intereft at Court, 

Thou gett'ft, of Lyric Trumpeter, the place. 
And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping for*t; 

Hear ! (at a palace if thou mean'ft to thrive) 

And of a fteady coachman learn to drive. 

Whene'er 
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Whenever cmploy'd to celebrate a King, 

Let Fancy lend thy Mufc her loftieft wing- 
Stun with thy minftrelfy th' affrighted fphcre; 

Bid thy voice thunder like a hundred batteries ; 

For common founds, conve)dng common flatteries, 
Arc zephyrs whilpVing to the Royal ear. 

Know— glutton-likc, on praife each Monarch crajm; 

Hot ipices fuit alone their pamper'd nature : 
Alas'! the ftomach, parch'd by burmng drams. 

With mad-<k)g terror ftarts at fimplc water. 

Fierce is each royal mania for applaufc j 

And, as a horfc-pond widie, arc Monarch maws^ 

Form'd therefore on a pretty ample fcale ; 
To found the decent panegyric note. 
To pour the modi^ flatt'rics down their throat. 

Were offering flirimps for dinner to a whale^ 

And mind, whene'er thou ftrik'ft the lyre to Kii^ 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the firings; 

Give the Queen's Toad-eater a fa^dfomc ibp» 
And fwear flic always has more grace 
Than ev'n to fell the meaneft place — 

Swear too, the woman keeps no Tidc-(hop; 

' Sen 
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Sells not, like Jews in PauVs Church'yard thcfar ware, 

Who on each paflfenger for cuftoili ftarc. 

And, in the happy tones of traffic^ crjr, 

^* Sberl vat you buy, Sber? — Madam! vatpuhgV* 

Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode 1 
The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilft I preach^- 

And, with grave vizards, and ftreteh'd eyfes to God) 
Pronounce my Semion a moft impious Ipeechx 

With all my fpirit — ^let them damn my lays— 

A Courtier's curfes.are exalted praife. 



I HEAR i ftattled Moridift exclaim, 
*^ Fie, Peter, Peter ! fie for fhame ! 

*^ Such counfel difagrees with my digeftion/' 
Well ! well ! then, my old Socrates, to pleafe thee, 
For much I'm willing of thy qujJms to eafe thce^ 

ril nobly take the other fide the queftion. 

ParK^mple: 

Fair Praife is fterling gold— all fhould defxre it— 
Fl^tt'ry, bafe coin — a cheat upon the nation j 

And yet, our vanity doth much admire it. 
And really gives it all its circulation. 

Flatt'ry's 
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Flatt'ry's a fly infinuating fcrcw; 
The World— a bottle of Tokay fo fine — 
The engine always can its cork fubdue. 
And make an eafy conqueft of the wine. 

Flattery's an ivy wriggling round an oak ; 

This oak is often honeft blunt John Bull— 
Which ivy would its great fupporter choak, 
. Whilft John (fo thick the walls of his dark fcuU) 
Deems it. a pretty ornament, and ftruts— 
Till Mafter Ivy creeps into John's guts. 
And gives poor thoughtlefe John a fet of gripes : 
Then, like an organ, opening all his pipes, 
John roars; and, when to a confumption drain*d» 
Finds out the knave his folly entertain'd. 

Praise is a modeft, unafluming nuid. 

As (imply as a Quaker beauty dreft: 
No oftentation hers^no vain parade; . 

Sweet nymph ! and of few words poflcft ; 
Yet, heard with rev'rcncc when fhe lilence breaks, 
And dignifies the man of whom fhe ipeaks. 

Flattery's a pert French Millmer-^a jade 
Covered with rou^e, and flaunringly array'd— 

Makes 
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Makes faucy love to ev'ry man ftie meets. 
And offers ev'n her fevours in the (beets. 



And yet, inftead of heeding public hiffes, 
Di^nes fo grave — ^Philofophers can bear hers 
What's ftranger ftill, with childifh rapture hear hcri 

Nay, court the fmiling harlot's very hjfes. 



o»i 



ODE. 



.ICH as Dutch cargoes fix>m the Vagrant Eafi, 
Or cuftard pudding at a city feaft, 

Tom's incenfc greets his Sovereign's hungry nofc: 
For, bating Birth-day torrents from Pamaflus, 
And New-year's fpring-tide of divine molafles. 

Fame in a fcanty rill to Windfor flows ! 

Poets (quoth tuneful Tom) in ancient times. 
Delighted all the country with their rhymes; 

Sung Knights and barbed deeds with valour big: 
Knights who encountered witches — ^murder'd wizards, 
Flogg'd Pagans, till they grunnbled in their gizzards j 

Rogues ! with no more religion than a pig: 

Knights who illumin'd poor dark fouls. 
Through pretty little well-form'd eyelet holes. 
By pious pikes and godly lances made — 
Tools ! that work'd wonders in the holy trade ; 

With 
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With battle-axes fit to knock down bulls, 
And therefore qualified (1 wot) full well. 
With force the facrcd Oracles to tell 

Unto the thickeft unbelievinfic fcuUs: 
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Knights, who, fo famous at the gannc of Tourne)', 

Took boldly to the Holy Land a journey. 

To plant, with fwords, in hearts, the Gofpel feeds ; 

Tuft as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds, 

Or pierce the bofom of the fullen earth. 

To give to radi flies or onions birth: 

Knights, who, when tumbled on die hoflile field. 
And to an enemy oblig'd to yield. 

Could neither leg, nor ami, nor neck, nor nob ftir: 
Poor devils ! who, like alligators hacked. 
At length by hammers, hatchets, fledges, crack'd, 

Were dragg'd from coats of armour— ^llke a lebilcr* 

Great (fays the Laureat) were the Poet's puffings 
On idle daring red-crofs raggamuffins. 

Who, for their childifl^nefs, deferv'd.a birch : 
Quoth Tom, a worthier fubjeft now, thank God ! 
Infpircs the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than blockheads batding for old Motfhcr Church* 

Times 
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Times (quoth our courdy Bard) arc alter'd quite; 
The Poet fcoms what charmed of yore the fight j 

Goths, Vandak, caftles, horfes, mares t 
The polifh'd Poet of the prefent day 
Doth in his tafly Ihop dilplay. 

Ah ! vaftly prettier-colour'd wares. 

The Poet moulds his harp to manners mild, 
Qupth Tom — to Monarchs, who, with rapture 1^1 
Hear their own praifc with mouths of gaping wonder, 
And catch each crotchet of the Birth-day thunder: 
Crotchets that fcom the praife of common folly— 
Though not moft muJical^'^TtiO&, milancboly ; 
Ah ! crotchets doomed to charm our cars no more. 
Although by Mifter Parsons fet in Jcorei 
Drear and eternal filence doom'd to keep. 
Where the dark. waters of oblivion flecp: 
To Ipeak in humbler Engli(h--doom'd to reft. 
With Court addreflcs, in a mufty chefl« 

Yet all the Lady Amateurs declared. 

They were the charming' ft things they ever heard: 
As for example — all the angel Gideons— 

That is, my Lady, and her daughters fair. 

With coal-black eyebrows, and fwcet Hebrew air— 
The lovely produce of the two rcUgions : 

Thus, 
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Thus, in their virtues^ fox-hounds beft fucceed. 
When iportfmen very wifely cro6 the breed: 
And thus with nobler luftrc Ihines the fowl 
Begot between a game-hen and an owU 

Bir Sampfon too declar'd, with voice divine, 
** Dat Jhince be baf turn Cbreeftian^ and eat bog, 

■• He nebber did bear moojhie balf fito fine ; 
" No I nebber Jbince be lefs de Sbinnygogue.** 

Ms Grace of Queenflb'rry too, with eyes though dim. 
And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd ! 

lift'ning, in attitude of Corporal Trim, 
He raised his thin grey curl to catch the found: 

Then fworc the airs would never meet their matches, 
But in his own immortal glees and catches.* 
Tct were diofc crotchets all condemned to reft 
In the dark bofom of a mufty cheft ! 

Crotchets that form'd into fo fweet an air. 
As charm'd my Lady Mayorefs and Lord Mayor; 
Who thought (and really they were true believers) 
The muiic equalled marrow-bones and cleavers. 
Vol. L Cc Stnunsl 

• Though not a Purcbll> his Grace Is allowed, by many 
if hit mofical gueHs, to be a very pretty catch-maker. 
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Strains ! that the Reverend Bilhops had no qualrm 
In faying, that they equall'd David's Pfalms; 
But not furpafs'd in melody the bell ' 
That mournful foundeth an Archbi(hop*s knell; 
Strams ! that Sir Jofeph Mawbey deem'd divine, 
Sweet as the quavers of his fettcft fwine. 

E'en bluff Lord Brudenell's felf* admir'd die ftrain, 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain 1 
Who, winking, beat with duck-like nods the time, 
And call'd the mufic and the words fublime. 

Yes, this moft lofty Lord admir'd the Ode j 
A Lord who, too, delights in Opcra-dandngj 
Thus fagely both thofe ulcful arts advancing, 

Mofl nobly Ipfeading Britain's feme abroad. 

So much by dancbg is his Lordfhip won, 
• Behind the Op'ra fcenes he conftant goes. 
To kifs the little finger of CouLON,f 

To mark her knees, and niany-twinkling toes. 

Too, 

• A prodigious if«a/#wr;— without his Lordlhip there pnbfl 
no rehearfal. 

f A firfl dancer at the Opera, 
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Too, all the other Lords, with whifpers fwarming, 
Cry'd bravo 1 bravo ! charming ! bravo ! charming ! 
And Majefly itfelf, to mufic bred, 
Pronounc'd it " Very, very good, indeed !" 
Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral dream. 
That all its charms were owing to the tbeme. 
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Not but fome fmall degree of h^nnlcfs pleafure 
Might in the brace of R-y-1 bofoms rife. 

To think they heard it without wafte of treafure^ 
As fixpences are lovely in their eyes. 

Tor, not long fince, I heard a forward dame 

Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim — 

*' Good God ! how Kings and Queens a fong adore I 

*' With what delight they order an encore! 

*' When that fame fong, encored j for nothing flows! 

** This Madam Mara to her forrow knows. 

" To Windfor, oft, and eke to Kew, 

" The R-y-1 mandate Mara drew. 

" No cheering drop the Dame was afk'd to fip ; 

" No bread was offer'd to her quiv'ring lip ; 

" Though faint, fhe was not fuffer'd to fit down : 

^ Such was the goodnefs — grandeur of the Cr — n I 

C c 2 « Now 
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«* Now tell me, will it ever be belicv'd, 

'* How much for fong and chaifc-hirc flic received? 

^ How much pray, think ye?"— Fifty guineas— 

« No.'* 
Moft furely forty.—". No, no."— Thirty •—«« Poh! 
*' Pray, guefs in reafon — come, again."— 

Alas ! you jeer us — ^Twenty at the Icaft; 

No man could ever be fo great a b — ^fl: 
As not to give her twenty for her pain. — 
** To keep you, then, no longer in fulpcnfe, 

" For Mara's chaife-hire and unrivall'd note, 
*' Out of their wonderful benevolence, 

" Their bounteous M — ies gave — ^not a groat." 
" Aye!" cry*d a fecond flandVer, with a fheer> 
" I know a ftory like it — ^You ftiall hear. — 
*' Poor Miftrefs Sid dons, Jhe was ordered out 
*' To wait too upon Majesty, to /pout — 
** To read old Shakefpeare's yfs you like it to 'em; 
*^ And how to mind their flops, and commas^ flicw 'cm: 
*' She read — ^was told *twas very, very fine, 
*' Exceptijig here and there a Imc— 

*^ To which the Royal wifdom did objcft— 
'* And which, in all the pride of emendation, 
** And partly to improve her reputation, 

" His M-j — y thought proper to corrcft : 

« Then 
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Then turnUig to the Partner of his Bed, 
^* On tiptoe mounted by felf-approbation, 

** A very modcft elevation. 
He cry*dj * Mind, CharlYj tbat'% the way to read/ 

The Aftre(s reading, (pouting — out of breathy 
Stood all the time — ^was nearly tir'd to death ; 
Whilft their great M-j — ^ies, in Royal ftyle. 
At perfeft eafe were fitting 2^ the while. 
Nor ofFer'd to her was one drop of beer. 
Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer: 
Ready to drop to earth, fhe muft have funk. 
But for a child, that at the hardfhip fhrunk— ^ 
A. little Princi, who mark'd her fituation. 
Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation : 

La ! Mi(befs Sid dons is quite &int indeed, 
How pale ! I'm fure Ihe cannot longer read : 
Jhe fomewhat wants, her ipirits to repair, 
\nd would, I'm fure, be happy in a chair. \ 

What follow'd ? — ^Why, the R-y-1 pair arofe 
Surly enough, one ^rly may fuppofe ! 
And to a room adjoining made retreat. 
To kt her, for one minutei ftid a feat. 

C c 3 *' At 
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*^ At length the Aftrefs ceas'd to read and ^ut 

" Where generofity*s a crying fin : 
•' Her curt'fy dropp'd — was nodded to — came but— 

" So rich ! ' ' — How rich ? — ^' as rich as' (he went in." 
Such are the flories twain ! — Why, grant the fad. 
Are Fringes, pray, like common folks to aft ? 

Should Mara call it cruelty^ and blame 
Such R-y-1 conduft, I'd cry. Fie upon her! 

To Miftrefs Siddons freely fay the fame- 
Sufficient (or /ucb people is the honour! 

E'en I, the Bard, expeft no gifts from Kings, 
Aldiough I've faid of them (uch ban J/bme things; 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whofc bright ray 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor lay. 
And, like the Sun, fo kind to procreation, 
Increafc within my brain the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales. — ^Now, Muse, thy ftrain 
Digreffive, turn to Drawing-Rooms again. 

There too was Pitt, who fcrap'd and bow'd to ground* 
And whifper'd Majefly, 'twas vaftly fincj 

Then wilh'd fuch hannony could once be found 
Where be, eachxiay, was treated like a Iwb^ 

Br 
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3y that arch-fiend Charles Fox, and his vile party.; 
Villains ! in nought but black rebellion hearty; 
t'dlows ! who had the impudence to place 
'Ih^ facr^d Jceptre underneath the mace^ 
And twifted ropes, with malice difappointed^ 
To hamper or to hang the Lord's Anointed. 

To whom a certain Sage fo earneft cry*d, 

'^ Don't mind — don't mind-^the rogues their aim 
have mifs'd— ^ 

^ Don't fear your place, whilft I am well fupply*d-^ 
*' But mind, mind poverty of Civil Lift. 

* Swtar that no K — g's fo poor upon the globe j 
■* Compare me^-^yes, compare me to poor Job. 

* What, What, Pitt— ^hae? Wc muft have t'other 

** grant*^ 

* What, what ? You know, Pitt, that my old dead 

*^ Aunt * 
^* Left not a fixpence, Pitt, thefe e/^ to blefs, 
^* But from the parifli fav'd that fool at Hejfi. 

C c 4 « But 

* The late Princess Amelia fent nearly foar hundred thou- 
&nd poQAds out of the kingdom ; yet what is that Aim to ten 
^^ twelve millions, which may one day travel from the nation ? 
f hit ii a ferioDt affair, and which ought to be looked to. 
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<^ But (Tund me— hs, to plague her heart whsa dying, 
" I was a conftant hunter — Nimrod (till ; 

^^ And when in ftate as dead's a mack'rel lying, 
*^ I car'd not, for I knew die Wotnan'S fTiU. 

*^ And three days after Ihe was dead, 

*^ Which fome folks diought prodigioufly profane 
** I took it — ^yes — I took it in my head, 

*' To order Sir John Brute at Drury-Lane: 
** Had fhe relpefted me^ I do aver, 
^^ I Ihould have ilay'd at home, and thou^t of ker. 

" And mind — keep George as poor as a church 

moufe; 
** Vote not a halfpenny for Carleton Hoiife : 
•* TWs may appear like wonderful barbarity—^ 
** But mind, Pitt, mind — ^he g^ns in popularity. 

*^ I fee him o'er his Father try to rife, 
** And mount an eagle to the Ikies ; 

*^ But poverty will check his daring flight— 
** Befides, fhould Georoe receive a grant, 
** He gets the golden orbs I want — 

" Then Civil-Lift deficiencies, good night 1 
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f^ And hsB ! d»t wicked fon-in-law of Browv, ♦ 
" LoGng all fort of rcv'rcnce for a Crown, 

** Hath fcnt nic in a bill fo dread — 
*' What's very ftrangc too, Pitt, Til tell ye moie— 
•* The rafcal came into my houfe, and fworc 

" *Twas a juft bill, and that he muji be paidi 
*' Yes, that he would, he fworc — (howfaucy! Pitt)— 
" Or fend a lawyer to mc with a writ. 

•' Down fent I Ramus to him o'er and o'er, 
*' To fay that Brown had had enough— 

*' And bid him to the Palace conic no more 
« To peftcr MajcHy widi bills und ftuE 

** What, Pitt, pray don't you think Fm right — 
« quite right ?*' 
On which the Premier, with a fault'ring bow, 
Star'd in the face by Truth — lookingl don'tknowhow, 

Hem*d out a fdnt aflent — Heav'ns, how polite ! 
How pretty *twas in Pitt, what great good fcnft^ 
Not to give Majefty the leaft offence ! 

Wheicas, 

• Mr. HcUand, the archited, who married a daughter of the 
late Capabibty Brown, and who hath feveral times impertintntfy 
troqbled the Palace with a bill of two thoafand pounds^ due lor 
work done by his father-in-law in the Royal gardens. 
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Whereas, the Chancbllor> had be been theit^ 
Whofe tutor, one would think, had been a bear, 
Thinking a Briton to no forms confined. 
But bom with privilege to fpeak his mind. 
Had anfwer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
*' I think your Majefly d-mn-tion wrong :— • 
•* I know no moral or frefcriptive right 
•* In Kings to ^ * * a fubjeft of a mite : 

*' Give him his juft demand — it is but fit— * 
** Such litdeneffes look extremely odd — 
•' Before me Ihould the matter come, by G-d 

** Your Majefty will curfedly be bit : — 
•* Kings by- a fenfe of honour fhould be fway'd— 
«* Holland mufi, will, by G-d he Jhall, be paid." 

Lord RocHFORD, too, the gentle youth ! was there. 
Whole fweet faljetto voice is often (ported 

In glees and catches j fb that all who hear. 
Believe a pretty Jemi-vir imported. 

Anxious to plealc the royal pair 
Lord Salisbury prais'd the words and air ; 
My Lord — who boafts a pretty tufieful palate, 

Wh# 
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Who kindly teaches cobblers how to fing, 
Inftrufts his butler, baker, on the firing, 
ind with Apollo's laurel crowns his valet.* 

' A cobbler, baker, changed to a mufician, 
** Butlers, and lick-trenchers!" my reader roars; 
TThe facred art is in a fweet condition — 
^' A pretty way of rubbing out old fcores ! 

^^ God blefs his gcnerofity and puric : 

*' Soon probably his grandmother, or nurfc. 

May to the happy band unite their notes — 

*' Perchance, the lift refpeftable to grace, 

** His Lordlhip's fevVitc borff may fhew his face. 

And earn, as chorus finger, all his oats.'* 

^here too, that clofe attendant on the King, 
Sir Charles,! the adkive, elegant, and fupplc, 

Toin'd with the happy Beings of the ring. 

And bow'd and fcrap'd before the fceptred couple; 

Pour'd 

• His Lordfliip made fomc /ad appointments to his Majefty*8 
band^ ignorant, nnmuiical rogues, who receive the falary, and 
thrum by proxy: however he hath behaved better lately, and 
xnade atonement, by giving Shield, Dance, Blake, Parkv^ 
and Hack WOOD, to the band, 

-)- Sir Charles Thompfon. 
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Four'dlugh encomium on the birth-day dm^ 
And won the mad of many a royal grin. 

Sir Charles ! the moft polite, devoted man, 
Form'd perfcftly upon the Courtier plan. 
Watches each motion of the royal lips. 
And round His Majefly fo lively fkips : 

Keen as a hawk, obferves his Sovereign's eye. 
Explores its wants, and dwells upon its flare^ 

As if he really was to live or die 
According to th' appearance of the glare : 

Hops, dances, of true courtlinels the type, 

Juit like a pea on a tobacco-pipe. 

Oft vdll his facred M y look down. 

With afpeft coniciousof « glorious Crown; 
Look down with furfy grandeur on the Knight, 
As if fuch fervile homage was his right % 
And, by a ftan^ inform the fearful diing. 
The diflPrcnce 'twixt a fubjedt and a King. 

Thus when a litdc fearful puppy meets 
A noble Newfoundland dog in the llreets, 

5 



ODE UPON GDI. ^ 29t 

He CTCqps, and whines, and licks the lofty brute } 
3urls round him, falls upon his back, and then 
Springs up and gambols — friflcs it back agen. 

And crawls in dread fubmiflion to his foot 5 
Looks up, and hugs his neck, and jfeems t'intpeat Wni, 
With ev'ry mark of terror, not to eat him. 

The Newfoundland dog, confcious of his might. 
Cocks high his tail and ears, his date to fhow; 

Then lifts his leg (a little unpolite) 

And almoft drowns the fupplicant below; 

Then feems, in full-blown majefty, to fay, 

" Great is my power — but, k) ! I'll not d>ufe itj 

** I'm CiESAR ! paltry creature, go thy wayj 
«* But mind, I can disvour thee, if I chufe it.*' 

Sir Charles at theatres oft (hows his mien^ 
Skips from his Majefty behind the fcene. 

To make a famous aftrefs bleft, by faying. 
How pleas'd the Monarch is — ^how oft he clapp'd. 
How oft the Queen her fan fo gracious tapped. 

In approbation of her charming playing ! 

Then 
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Th n wUl the Knight, with motions all fo quick, 
Rufli back again, o'erjoy'd, through thin and thick, 

And to their Sacred Majefties repair. 
Loaded with curtfies, Ipeeches, thanks, fine things! 
Proud as fome old dame's nag with queens and kings 

Of gingerbread, to grace a country fain 

Then will Sir Charles race back, with bold career, 
With fomething nriV^ the Royal mouths fhall utter, 

Sweet to the Aftrefs's aftonifli'd ear. 
As fugar-plumbs to brats — or bread and butter; 

Then back to Majefty Sir Charles will fly 

With the great Aftrefs's Jublime reply ; 

As for example — ^* Dear Sir Charles, dear friend, 

** Pray thank their Majefties' extieme good nature, 
** Who in their goodneflics c;in condefcend 

*^ To hohour thus their poor devoted creature: 
*' Whofe patronage gives glory to a name ; 
" Whofe fmiles alone zqxSrx immortal feme. — 
** J beg. Sir Charles, you'll fay the bumbleft things— 
** Copmend nie to the beft of ^een^ and Kings*' 

Back with the mefTages Sir Charles will run. 
And with them charm of Majeft)^ the Sun, 

And 
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And bid him, like his brother in the Ikies, 
Dart finiling radiance from his mouth and eyes ! 
Thrice happy Knight ! all parties form'd to pleafel 
Bleft porter of fuch meffages as thefe ! 

Thujs midft the battlers rage, like lightning, fcours 
An Aide-de-camp, his General's orders carryings 

Bravely he gallops through the bullet fhow'rs. 
But fcarce a fingle minute tarrying ; 

Then to the General back with anfwer comes, 

'Midft the deep thunder of great guns and drums; 

Now forth again with more command hp fallies. 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry; 

To this which runs away, to that which rallies, 
AH buftle, uproar wild, and hurry fcurry ! 

Yet was there one who much the day decry*d — 
Old Lady Mary Duncan (fays report). 

<^ What, no dear, dear Cajirato here!"' Ih'e figh'd; 
*^ Why then, p-x take the roarings and the Court; 

^' Then Lord have mercy on my tortur'd ears, 

^^ And fhicld me from the Ihouts of fuch He Bears. 



Arc 
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«* Arc fuch the pretty notes to pkafe? 

•* Then may I never more hear founds like thcfc! 

^ bi days of yore they might have had their votAt 
*^ Amongft the rams-hams to have borne a bob^ 
•* That did at Jericho the wond'rous job— 

^ Knodc'd down die wall with fo much fpirit» 

** The founds may anfwer to play tricks 
" Amongft a pack of drunken affes; 

^* To break, as if it were with fticks, 
** The bones of bottles and poor g^afles* 

" Where, where is Pacchierotri's heart -feU Jbrmi 

" Where Rubinelli's/£^//wi/» note? 
•' That dckled oft my fighing foul to pain ? 

" That bade my fcnfes ih Elyfium float ? 
«• Avaunt ! you vile black-bearded rogues — avauntl 
" Tis fiiKWther chins, and fwceter tones, Iwank*^ 



My Lord of Exeter was alfo there. 

Who, marv'ling, cock'd his dme-difceming ear 

To drains that did fuch honour to a Throne : 
There Uxbridge taught the audience how to tihk. 
With much fignificant and knowing wink. 

And fpeechcs clad in Wifdom's critic tone; 

Who 
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Vho look'd muficians tbrougk with half-fhut e^es s 
^qSL fblemn, moft cbrcmatic^lly wife I 

Alt DWicH, the glory of each jovial meetmg, 
&/i fiddler now — ^now tbat^ fo kindly greeting. 

Appeared, and fhrewdly pour'd his kahs and bums: 
reat in tattoo, nay Lord, and crofs-hand roll \ 
reat in the dead-march ftroke fublinfic o( Saul, 

He beats Old Afsbridge* on the ketde-drums, 

Thax pity, to our military hoft 

hat fuch a charming drummer fhould be loft ! 

And feel through life his glories overcaft 

t that dull Board t J where, never could he learn, 

^f fhips, the diflPrence between Jiem and Jiemy 

Hen-coop$ and boats, the rudder and the maft, 

lay — 'midft the tuneful tribe was Edmund Burke ? 
^0! MuN was cutting out for Hastings, work; 

Writing to Coufin Will J and Co. to league *em 
Lgwift that rogue, who like a ruffian rofe, 
Lnd tweak'd a bulfe of jewels from the nofe 

Of Dames in India, chriften'd Muany Begum. 

Vol. I. D d Edmwnd ! 

• A kcttlc-dnimmcr of great celebrity, 
t The Admiralty. J In India. 
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EoMONp ! ' who formerly looked fierce as Grimbald 
On that mod horrid imp, Sir. Thomas Riimbold; 

Vow'd, like a flieep, to flay that Elaftcm thief; 
Till ftrange gpod fortune open'd Edmund's eyes: 
Oh ! then he heard of Innocence die cries. 

And, like Jew converts, damn'd his old bdief. 
Yet, \tt Jome praife for Mun's converfionj>ais 
To that great wonder-worker. Saint Dundas. 

Edmund ! who battled hard for Powbll's life, 
And fwore no man, in virtue, e'er went furdier: 

To prove which oath, this Powell took a knife, 
And made the world believe it, by Jelf-murtha^ 

Reader, fuppofe 1 give thee a fmall Ode, 
Made when vile Trppoo Sa|b in triumph rpde. 
And play'd the devil on our Indian Borders^ 
In perfon, or by vile Satanic orders : 

]VVhen Edmund Burke, fo famous for fine Q)eechcs, 

From troft to trope^ a downright rabbity ikippio^ 
Meant, fchool-boy like, to takfe down Hastings' 

bretchiSy 
And give the noble Governor a whipping.? 



If 
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^ rightly, Rcaderi I trani(latc thy phiz, 

hou fmil'ft confent— I thank thee— Here it is. 



ut mark my ckanlinefs ere I begin : 

now, 1 Ve not caught the ifcb of party fin j 

Pitt, or Fox, I never did belong; 

^uTH, Truth I feek — & help me God of Song ! 

rhaps to a Heathen oath thou may'ft demur: 
ell then — Sufpicion that I mayn't incur. 
But, like a Cbrifiian, fwear I do not Jham-^ 
r all the angels of yon lofty fky, 
'here burning feraphims and cherubs cry, 
Pm of, no party— <iirfc me if I am ! 

r all diofe wonder-mongS* faints and martyrs, 

Jt.for the love of God in halves and quarters j 

By each black foul in purgatory fiying j 

' all thofe whiter fouls, though we can't fee 'cm, 

iging their Aoe-Mary and 7> Heum 

Oh yon bright cloud — I fwear I am not lying. 

> ! free as air the Muie ffaall fpread her wing, 
' whom^ and when^ and v)hat (he pleafes, fingi 

Dd 2 Though 
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Though Privy-Councils/ jcitbus of her notCj 
Prefcrib'dj of kcc^ a halter for her thioai. 

Let Folly fpring---fisy!cjtg^, felcOn, kitpt 
Hawk — fadre-*-what you will-*4hfkll mark her ^t) 
Through huts, or paUoes {'€!$ juft i;hc femc)^ 
With equal xa©e> pMrfoe ^ psjatiftg gafHieij ^^ . 
And lay (by princes, or by peafants, brcdX' 
Low at the OwsEn's feet, thf CucHOOi 4^r 
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MUCH lifted am I % EtmrAo Burm! 

WeU ^eas'd I ^e hi^ mill-like motich at woiic. 
Grinding away for poor Old En^ahd's good: 

He gives of elocudon fuch a ftaft ! 

He tells of fiich dread doings in the Eftft ! 
And fighs, as t'were, for his own flefli and Uood. 

Shroff, Chout, Lack, Omrsy Dm/luck^ NaM^ BmUtr, 
Crore^ Cbmitry^ Begum, leave his lips inxhunder. 

With 
• This is a piece of fccrct hiftoiy. 



With matditers paibes, Mun dcfcribed the gag ' 
Employ'd by that damn'd Ton of Hitder Naio^ 

Nam'd Tippoo — Gags ! that Britilh mouths dcteft ! 
Occafion'd partly by that man fo fad^ 
That Hastiwos !--*oh ! defcrvirig all that's bad — 

That villain, murd'rcr, tyrant, dog, wild bead ! 

Poor Edmund fees poor Britain's fetting fun; 
Poor Edmund groans — and Britain is undone! 

Reader ! thou haft, I do prefume, 

(God knows though) been in a fnug room. 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 

And often fancy'd that a ftorm without 

Hath made a diabolic rout — 
Sunk ftiips — tore trees up— done a world of hamu 

Yes ! thou haft lifted up thy tearful eyes. 

Fancying thou heardft of mariners the cries ; 

And figh'd, " How wretched now muft thoufands be ^ 

^* Oh ! how I pity the poor fouls at fea !" 

When, lo ! this dreadful tempeft, and his roar, 

fL Z€piyr—in the key-hole of the doCr I 

Dd 3 Now 
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And wi(h*d it his own fctting, widi a flgh ; 
For, ere to Sal'fbury's houfe the Doftor camCs 
To geti as Ode-settbr, enrolled his name^ 

Behdid ! behold the wtdding was gone Ij. 

Ah ! how unlucky that the prize was loft ! 

Parfonsi who, daring, dafh'd throu^ thick and thin- 
Ecli^e the fecond !-H-got like lightning or, 

When Bumcy juft had reached the difiant poftk 

Yet, gentle Mufe, let candour this ?llow. 
That, though his heart was mortified enow. 
The Doftor did his rival's art admire. 
And own*d hb maiden crotchets fall of fire; 
Crotchets ! though fwect, alas ! condemned to lie. 
Like Royal virtues^ hid From mortal eye ! 

Crotchets that fongfal Mifter Parfohs ties 

To Tom*s big phrafe, to make Tublimcr cries ; 

Thrice happy union to entrance the foul ! 
How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair. 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 

Ty'd uil to X2A\y and thrown acrofs a pole ! 



B 
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lut where was great Sir Watkyn all this time ? 
Vhy heard he not the wr and loftjr -ihymt ? 

The flcek Wel(h fieity, who ftiuflc khws 1 
The Alexandbr of the Tot'ri'am ♦ tft>op&i 
Who, tutor'd by Ms ftampirtgs, tiods, gfunts^ ivhoo^^ 

Do wond'rous execution with their bows i 

Sir Watkyn, deep In difmal dudgeon gone. 
Par in his Cambrian villa j- fet alone j 
To Miftrels W^lflngham J he fdrubb'd his bafe, 
Whilft anger fwell'd the volume of his face. 
Flaming, like funs of London in a fog j 
Of Miftrefs Walfingham he fung with irej 
His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire ; 
His mighty foul for vengeance all agog. 

Achilles thus, affronted to the beard. 
His fledge-like fift o'er Agamemnon rear'd. 

And 

• Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Ancient Mafic Concert in 
Tottenham-Street, ahd much attended to, both for his att and 
fcience* 

f Wynneftay, 

I The qoarrel betvreen the Knight and the Lady was a woti- 
derful onC'^Tanta/ie anit^is cceleftihus ira ? 
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The little tinklers might as well be dumb 

As afk attention to their puny fong, 
So much the Lilliputians are o'crconr^ 

By the deep thunder of the Mighty Tom. 

Handelj as fam'd for manners as a pig^ 
Enrag'd, upon a time puird off his wig. 
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni's fece, 
Becaufe the litde Syren mifs'd 2i grace: 
Muficians, therefore, fhould beware j 

Or in the face of fome unlucky chap. 
Although ftie cannot fling a load of hair. 

She probably may dart her cap. 

Oft when a youth to fome fweet blufhing maid 

Hath (lily whifper'd amatory things. 
And, more by paffion than by mufic fway'd. 

Broke on the tuneful dialogue of firings ; 
Rous'd like a tigrefs from a fav'rite feaft. 

Up hath the valiant Genriewoman fprung. 

With lightning look, and thund'ring tongue. 
Ready with out-ftretch'd neck to eat the beaft 

Tkat bokily dat'd—* blafphemoufty ra(h— 
Mix with the air dime his krre-Iick tralh, 

Readci 
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Kcadcr, attend her — (he will fo enrich yc 
With mufic knowledgc$ of every kind, 
Fronn that poor nothing-monger, old Qjjiiid, 

To Handel's lofty and capacious mind; 
Run wiW divifions on the various merit 
Of this and thai compofcr*s fpirit— 

On Gluck's fublirruties be allfb chatty; 
Talk of the ferh-c^mk of Piccini, 
Compare the elegance rf fwcet Sacchini, 
And iron melodies of old Scarlatti ! 

But not one word on Brkilh nvoith^ I ween;^ 
Their very mention gives the Dome the ^een : 

'Twere e'en diigrace to tcti their ma?wki(h naSfnes : 
Mere cart-horfes — poor uninventive fools. 
Who neither mufic make, nor know its rules ; 

Whofc wQiics Ihould only come to light in flames. 

To depths of mufic doth this Dannie pretend. 
Nought can her fciencc well tranfcend,— 

If you die Lady's own opinion afk ; 
And when flie talks of mufical enditers. 
She fhows a vaft acquaintance with all writers^ 

And takes them critically all to talk, 

4 t)ear 
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Dear Gentlewoman ! who, fo great, fodiafte. 
So foreign in her tweedU^dummiJb tafte. 
Faints at. the name of diat enchanting fellow, 
^ The melting Amorojoy Paifiello ! 

With notes on Tarchi, Sarti, will overwhelm jt\ 
Giordani, fweeterthan the Hybla honey; 
Anfofli, Cimerola, Bach, Bcrtoni, 

Rauzzini, Abel, Plcyclj Guglielmi! 
Can tell you, that th* Italian fchool is airy, 
Exprellive, ele^nt, light as a feiry ; 
The German, heavy, deep, fcholaftic ; 

The.Frcnch, moft mifcrably whiningi moaning. 
Oft like poor devils in the colic groaning, 
Noify and fcreaming, hideous, Hudtbr^iftk^ 

The female vifitors around her gaz^ 

With wond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide am^e, . 

To hear her pompoufly demand the key 

Of ev'ry piece muficians play ; 

Aftonifti'd fee this Petticoat- Apollo, 

With damping fix)t, and beck'ning hands :. . 

And head, time-jiodding, ifTue high coacnnMiids, '< 
Beating the Tot'n'am-road Dircdor* hollows . ' 

-*'/.; • Joahjiitc, Efcjuirc* 
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Yes— they behold, amaaM, this tuneful lyhale. 
And catch each crotchet of her rich difcoorfet 
Uttered with claflic elegance and fprqc. 

On Diatonic and Chromatic (c^iic : 
Then ftarc to fee the Lady wifely pore 
On fcientific zig-zag fcore. 

Reader, at this great Lady^'s Sunday meeting, 
'Midft tuning inftruments, each other greeting. 

Screaming ias if they had not met for years. 
So joyous, and fo great their clatter !-r-fay, 
Didft ever fee this Lady ftriking A 

Upon her harpfichord, with bendipg ears ? . 
With open mouth, and ftare profound, . . 

Attention nail'd, ^nd head awry. 

Watching each atom of the tuneful cry. 
Till jllamire unifon goes round ? 

Didft ever fee her hands outftretch^d like wings. 
Towards the Band, though led by Cramer^ 

Wide fwimming for pianos on the ftrings — 
Now fudden rais'd, like Mifter Chriftic's hammcri 

To'bid the forte* roar in fudden thunder. 

And fill the gaping multitude with wonder ? 

Thou 

• Motions eflabliihed by tbe Cogno/centi for ({lowiiig the liglft 
ind ib^de of muilc. 
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ThQU never didft ? — th^n, friend, without a hum, 
I envy thee a happin^cfe to come ! 

" He moulds his harp,'' quoth Tom, " tp manncn 

mildj'' 
To Kings, for babe-like manners ftmpU fltyl'd. 

And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun; 
To him the Poet humbly makes a leg. 
Who, goofe-like, brooding o'er the favritc eg^ 

Of Genius, gives the Phoenix to the fun. 

To hlrn^ who for fuch e^ is always watching, 

And never more delighted than when hatching; 

^hich makes the number offer'd to the fun. 
So vaft ! — ^why, verily as thick as peas. 
That people may colleft, with equal cafe, 

A tboujand noble inftances, as one. 

What numbers. Wisdom to his care hath giv'n! 

All hatch'd — ^fome living—others gone to Heav'n: 
Thus in the pinnick's ♦ neft the cuckoo lays. 

Then, eafy as a Frenchman, takes her flight: 

l>ue homage to the eggs the pmnick pays. 

And brings the little lubbers into light. 

Tlw 

* A bird fo called in fome coantries« that attends the wift 
%tfd, and feeds him. 
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The modern poet fings^ quoth Tom ag^un^ 
Of M— chs> who, with economic fury. 

Force all the tuneful ,world to Tot'n*am-lanc> 
And lock up all the doors of harmlefs Drury,* 

Say, why this curfe on Drury*s harmleli door. 
That thus, in anger, M y fhould lock it? 

Mufe, are the Tot'n'am-ftrcct fubfcribcrs poor ? 
W ill Dniry keep fome pence from Tot Vam*s pocket f 

Doth threatening bankruptcy extend a gloom 

O'er the proud walls of Tot'n'am's r^al room ? 

Perchance 'tis Mara's fong that gives ofitnce! 

Hinc ilU lacryms I — I fear : 
The fong that once could charm the R — ^1 fexikf 

Delights, alas 1 iio more the Royal ear. 
Gods I can a guinea darken ev'ry note> 
And nnake the nightingale's a raven's throat ? 

Vol. L E e But 

• The Oratorios were to have been performed at Dmry-lane* 
this year, under die condud of Mr. Lin ley and Dr. Arnold* 
—The Mara was to have exhibited her vocaUtits. This wonld 
have been a death-ftroke to the pigmy perform^ce in Totten* 
ham-coort Road. How (hould the pigmy be iaved? By killing 
the gi€Mt : aad lo ! his death-warrant hath been iigned.— By 
what power of the conftitution? None! — Can the Grand Mon 
MTf «f do more ? ^c^uid ddirant Regts, fh^untur Jciivi. 
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But let mc give his M y a hinr^ 

Frefh from my brain's prolific mint : 
Suppofe we amateurs fhould, in^ fury, , 

Jurt take it in our John-Bull heads to (ay 

(And lo ! 'tis very probable we may) 
«f We will have Oratorios at Drury ?*' 

How muft he look ? Blank — wonderfully blank; 
And think fuch fpeech an infult on his rank : 
What could he do ?— oppofe with ire fo hot ? 
I think his M ^y had better not!^ 

Pity a King Ihoukl with his fubjefts fquabblc 

About an Oratorio or a Play : 
It puts him on a footing with the rabble; 

And that is moft ankwgfy, let me fay* 

Suppofe he comes off conqueror f— alas I 
. For fuch a victory he ought to Jigh. 
But, Lord ! fuppofe it fo Ihould come to pafs. 
That Majefty comes off widi a black eye? 

Whctbcr 

• I^eed Ms iCf y hath prudently tatcn the hint— 

Drury, in fpite of the Royal frown, hath had her Oratorios 
performed, to the no fmall mortification of poor defeited Tor- 

TBNHAII. 
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Whether he lofe or win the day. 

The world will chriftcn it 2l paltry fray. 

Kings fhould be never in the wr(mg *— 
They never are^ fomc wifeacres declare. 

Poh ! fuch a fpcech may do for birth-day long; 
But nnakes us philofophic people fiarel 

I know, a certam owner of a C— n. 
Not quite a hundred aiiks from \yindibr fiownj 
Who harbour'd of his neighbour horrid notions— 

E e a A widow 

• Yet let us give an inftince of wrong proceedings. — A cer- 
tain K— and Q-r i inftcad of having ^on^erts at their 

palacei in the flyle of other Princes, fuch as the King of France, 
the Emperor, the Emprefs of Ruflia, &c . have entered into a 
private fubfcription for a concert in a pitiful ftreet. They pay 
their fix guineaa a-piecc ; and, what is more extraordinary; get 
in their children, as we are told, gratis ! What is ftill more ex- 
traordinary, they have entered into a bond for borrvwing two 
thoufand ponnds for patting the hoafe into a decent repair ; fit 
for the reception of the K* — of the firft empire upon earth. 
Of whom has this money been borrowed ? — Marvelling reader ! 
of the poor muficiani' fund! which money might have been 
placed out to a much fuperior advantage. Let me add, that the 
fubfcribers order a formal rehearfal previous to every concert ; 
To that, in faft, they get a double concert for thfir money ;— 
indottbtedly to the vad fatisfa^on of the fingers of the happy 
Crambr, Borghi, Shield, Cbrvetto, &c. who, in thb 
i^ance, earn their money not very unlike the patient and labo- 
iouB animal called a invfbmrjt^ 
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A widow gentlewoman, who, he laid, 
Popp'd from her window cv'ry day her head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal motions. 

«* What? what?'' quoth M y, "Pll teach her 

" To take my motions by furprife : [eyes 

•^ One cannot brcakfaft, dine, drink tea, nor fup, 
" But, whip ! the woman's head at once is out, 
*' To fee and hear what we arc all about : 

" rU cure her of that trick— and block her up." 

Mad as his military Grace ♦ 
For fortifying ev'ry place, 
From dockyards to a neceffitry houfe. 

The M ch dreamt of nothing but Ac waD, 
The faucy fpy in petdcoats to maul. 
And make her eagle pride crawl like his loufe. 

Now workmen came, with formidable ftones. 

To block up the poor widow Jones, 
Who mark'd this dread Uockadc, and, with a frswq^ 

And to the caufe of freedom true. 

One of the old hen's chicks fo blue, 

Faft as the K built up, the dame puH'd divm* 

'Ti» 

• Duke of Rkhinimd. 
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*Twas up— 'tWBS down~ 'twas up again — 'twas down — 
Much did the country with the batde ring. 
Between the valiant Widow and the K— — , 

That admiration rais*d in Windfor town : 

The mighty batd'ing Brougbtans, and the Slacks, 
Ne'er knew more money betted on their backs. 

Sing, heav'nly Muie> how ended this afiray: 
Juft as it happens, faith, nine times in ten. 
When dames fo fpirited engage with men ; 

That is — ^th' heroic Widow won the day : 

The K ■ ■' could not the woman maul; 

But found himfelf mod fhamefuUy defeated; 

Then, very wifely, he retreated. 
And, very prudently, gave up the wall. 

Now fing, O Mufe, the warlike ammunition 

Us'd by the Dame in her bcficg'd omdidon. 
That on the hoft of vile invaders flew; 

Say, did no God nor Goddefs cry out. Shame ! 

And nobly haibn to relieve the Dame 
From fuch a refolutc and hoftile crew ? 

Ec 3 Yes— 
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Yes— Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Widow Jones, and ran up ftain; 
Then fiercely caught up certain earthen wares. 

And, pleased hb fev*rite element to find. 
Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow. 
And wafh'd, like (hags, the combatants below. 

The goddofs Cloacina too, fo hearty, 

Rufli'd to the Widow's houfe, and join'd the party: 

But fay, what ammunition fill'd her hand, ' 

Fame for the Widow to acquire. 

To bid the enemy retire. 

And give to public fcorn the daring band ? 

What that ftrong ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a fecret — therefore muft not tell 5 

Nor would he for a thoufand pounds reward. 
To beaux reveal it, or the fwecteft belle, 

Yet Nature poflibly hath made a fhout, 

Bleft with fagacity to Jmell it out. 

Reader, don^t ftand fo, flaring like a calf; 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh ; 
Thou think'ft that Monarchs never can a6l ill ; 
Get thy head fhav'd, poor fool ! or think fo ftill. 

Whedic 
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Whether thou dcem*ft my ftory falfe or triic, 

I value not a ru(h. 
Wilt have another ? — ** No." — Nay, prithee do.— 
*^ I won*t." — ^Thou Ihalt, by Heavens! fo- prithee 
hufh! 

But ere I give the tale, my tunefijl bride. 

My Lady Mufe, fhall talk of IGngs and Pride. 

Some Kings on thrones arc children on the lap ; 

Children, that all of us fee ev'ry day ; 
Brats that kick, fqu^U, and quarrel with their pap. 

Tearing, and fwearing they will have their way : 
And what, too, their great reputation rifles. 
Kings quarrel, juft Uke children, about trifles. 

Moreover — 'tis a terrible afl^air 

For kingly worlhip to be kicked by fellows 
Who probably feed half their time on air. 

Mending old ketdes or old bellows. 

My Lady Pride's a very lofty being. 
Much pleas'd with people's fcraping, bowing, knee- 
Fruitful in egotifins, and full of brags ; [ing, 

E e 4 Her 
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Her Ladyfhip in nought can brook denudi 
And, as for infult, 'tis a killing t|ialj 
And more cfpiscially fix>n) mpn of rag^. 

For Pridb, fuch is her ftatelinefsj alas ! 
Rather than feel the kickings of an a/s. 
Would caknly put up with a leg of ber/ei 
Though pelting her with fifty times the force; 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground, 
Were brains within her head-piece to be found. 



A KING AND A BRICI^MAKER,* 

A TALE, 

A KING, near Pimlico, with nof^ and ftatc^ 

Did very much a neighbouring brick-kiln hate, 
Becaufe the kiln did vomit nafty fmoke ; 

Which finoke — I can't fay very nicely bred-—* 

Did very often take it in its head 
To blacken the Great Houfe, and tfy the I{^— to choak* 

His 

• A Mr, Scott. 
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lis facred Majcfty would, fputt*ring, fay. 
Upon a windy day, 

* rU make the rafcal and his brick-kiln hop— 
** P-x take die faiokc — the fulphur ! — zounds !— 
*^ It forces down my throat by pounds ; 

" My belly is a downright blackfmith's fhop.^ 

One day, he was fo pefl:er*d by a cloud-— 
He could not bear it, and thus bawFd aloud : 
^ Go,** roar'd his M y unto a Page, 
Vork'd, like a lion, to a dev'lilh rage, ' 
*^ Go, tell the rafcal who the brick-kiln owns. 
That if he dares to bum another brick. 
Black all my houfe like hell, and make me fick, 
I'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones/' 

Off Billy Ramus fet, his errand told : 
On which the Brickmaker, a litde boU, 

-xclaim'd, " He break my bones, good Mafter Page, 
*' He fay my kiln fhan't burn another brick, 
" Becauie it blacks his houfe, and makes him fick ! 

^ Billy, go, give my love to Mafter*s rage, 
" And fay, more bricks I am refolv'd to burn ; 
^' And if the fmoke his Worlhip's ftomach turn, 

•^ Tell 
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" Tell him to ftop his mouth and fnout: 

** Nay more, good Page; his M y fhall find 

*^ I'll always take th' advantage of the wind^ 

** And, dam*me, try to fmoke him out^^ 

This was a fhameful meffage to a K — 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud; 

Yet, though fo impudent a thing. 

The fellow's rhet'rick could not be withftood. 

Stiff as againft poor Haftings, Edmund Burke, 
This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to work. 

And form'd a true Vefuvius on die eye : 
The fmoke in pitchy volumes roU'd along, 

Ru(h*d through the Royal dome with fulphur ftrong, 

And, thick afcending, darken'd all the fky. 

To give the fmoke a naftier ftink. 
Indignant Reader, what doft think ? 

The fellow fcrap'd the filthieft ftuff together. 
Old wigs, old hats, old woollen caps, old rugs. 
Replete with many a colony of bugs. 

Old (hoes, old boots, and all the tribe of leather. 

Thus 
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Thus did the cloud of ftink and darknefs (hade 
The building for the Lord's Anointed made. 

And blacken it like palls that grace a burying: 
Thus was this man of mud and ftraw employed. 
And at the thought fo wicked, overjoy'd. 

Of fmoking God's Vicegerent like a herring; 

Of fervtng him as we do parts of fwine. 

With turkey that to pleafe our tafte combine: 

But lo ! this daring baneful rogue of brick 

Fell, for his Sovereign fortunately, fick. 

And, ere the wretch could glut his fpleen and pride. 

By turning Monarchs into bacon — died* 



THE niodern bard (quoth Tom) fublimcly fings 
Of Iharp and prudent economic Kings, 

Who ranpis, and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed. 
And pigs of every fort of breed : 



. Of 
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Of Kings who prtdc themfelves on fruitful (bwsi 
Who fell fldni milk, and keep a guard fo ftout 
To drive the geefe, the thicvifli rafcals, out. 

That cv'ry morning us'd to fuck the cows :♦ 

Of Kings who cabbages f and carrots plant 
For fuch as wholefome vegetables want j 

Who feed, too, poultry for the people^s lake. 
Then fend it through the villages in carts. 
To cheer (how wond'rous kind !) the hungry hearts 

Of fuch as only pay for what they take. 

The poet now, quoth Tom's rare lucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties — commutation- 
Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of rofes, 
Olympian dew, gloves, fticking-plafter, hats. 
Quack med'cines for fick Chriftians, and found nits, 
And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or nofes. 

The modern bard, fays Tom, fublimely fings 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious Kings, 

Who 

* Is it poffible for this ftory to be true ? We would rather give 
it as apoctypbal. 

t Mr. Wharton fays in his Ode, *' Who plant tbt Civic Boff 
bot he aifuredly meant cabbages and carrots :~the fiid proves it* 



ODS UPON ODB* 429 

Who loTC their wives fo conftant from their heart; 
Who down at Windfor daily go a (hopping. 
Their heads, right royal, into houfes popping. 

And doing wonders in the haggling art« 

And why 9 in God*s name, fhould not Queens and King^ 
Purchafea comb, or corkfcrew, lace &x cloaks. 

Edging for caps, or tape for apron-ftrings. 
Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks? 

Reader ! to make thine eyes with wonder jQiare, 

I teU thee, farthings ckdm the Royal care I 
Farthings are helplefs children of a guinea: 

If not weD watched, they travel to their 00ft f 
For lo ! each coppcr-vifag'd little ninney 

Is very apt to ftray, and to be loft. 
Extravagance I never dar'd defend ; 
The greateft Kings Ihould fave a candle end : 
Since 'tis an axiom fure, the more folks /avf. 
The more, indifputably, they muft have. 
Crown'd heads, oi faving Ihould appear examples; 
And Britain really boafts two fretty famples ! 

The modern poet fmgs, quoth Tom again. 
Of fweet excifcmen, an obliging train i 

4 Who, 
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Who, like our guardian angels, watch our houfes, 
And add another civil obligation 
That addcth greatly to our reputation — 

Hug, in our abfcnces, our loving fpoufes. 

Reader ! when tir'd, I'm fond of taking breath : 
Now> as thou doft adn^rc the true fublimc. 
And, confequently, my immortal rhyme, 

*Tis clear thou never canft defire my death, 

Swansy in their fongs, muft mufically die; 
If that's the cafe then. Reader, fo might 7. 
Let me, then, join thy wifties — ftay my rapture» 
And ourfe my lungs, to fing a fecond chapter. 



IN 
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IN CONTINUATION. 

^^ VfR ANT me an honeft fame, or grant me none,'* 
Says Pope, (I don*t know where) a little liar; 

Who, if he prais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 
That made his praife like bunches of fweetbriar. 

Which, while a pleafing fragrance it beftows. 

Pops out a pretty prickle on your nofe. 

Were fome folks to exclaim, who fill a throne, 

** Grant me an honeft fame, or grant me none ;'* 
Such Princes were upon the forlorn hope : 

Soon, very foon, to reputation dead. 
Their idle Laureats, faith, might Ihut up (hop. 

And bid their lofty genius go to bed. 

Mufe, this is all well faid 5 but, not t' offend ye, 
I beg you will nQt cultivate digreflion— 

Plead not the poet's quidlibet auJtndi; 
For furely there are limits to th' expreffion : 

Then ceafe to wanton thus in epifode. 

And tell the world of Mifter Warton's Ode. 

The 
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The modem poet, Laureat Thomas, lays. 
To Botany's grand ifland tunes his lays, 

Fix'd for the fwains and damfels of St. Giles, 
Whofe knowledge in the hocus-pocus art 
Bids them from Britain fomcwhat fudden ftart. 

To teach to fouthern climes their minifterial wiles: 

Improve the wifdom of the comnMnweal, 
And teach the fimple natives how to (leal : 
The picklock fciences, fo dark, explain i 
And to ingenious murder turn each brain. 

Quoth Tom again — the modern poet fings 
Of fweet, good-natur'd, inoffenfive Kings j 
Who, by a miracle, efcap'd with life— 
Efcap*d a damfel's moft tremendous knife -, 
A knife that had been taught, by toil and art, 
To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart. 

Thus, having giv*n a full dilplay 

Of what our Laureat fays, or meant to fay j 
ni beg of Thomas to inftruft my ears, 

Whyi in his verfes, he fhould call 
The knights who grac'd the high-arch*d HaU, 
A fctof bears?* 

* Futi the word Savage, in the Lanreat's Ode for the new yes 
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Whjr the bold fted-dad knights of ddcr days 

Are not endded to a litde pndfe» 
Who for God's caufe did palace» houfe^ and hut Jdh 

As weU ai Monarchs of die prefent date^ 

Whofe dear religion^ of which poets prate» 
Might lodge, widiout much fqxieezmg, inanutfheE? 

^^ What King hath fmaU religion?'' thou replieft 

" IfG the Th... thou meaneft— bard, thou ficft^** 

Hold, Thomas — not io furious : I know thii^ 

That add not to the piety of . . • • • 

I've ieen a K. at chapel, I declare, 

Tawn, gape^ laugh^ in the middle of a pray'r*^ 

When inward his fid opdcs ought to roll« 
To view the dark condition of his fouli 
Catch up an opera-glals, with curious eye. 
Forgetting God, fome (hanger's phiz to Ipy, 
As though defirous to obfenre, if Heav'n 
Had Chriftian features to the viiag^ ^v'n; 
Then turn (for kind communication, keen) 
And tell fome new-found wonders to the Queen* 

Thus have thefe eyes behtld a cock {o {lately, 
(Indeed thefe lyric eyes beheld one lately) 
Vol, L F f Laboring 
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Laboring upon a dunghill with each knuckle ; 
When, after many a peck, and fcratch, and fcrub. 
This hunter did unkennel a poor grub, 

On which the fellow did fo ftrut and chuckle ! 
He peck'd and fquinted — peeked and kenn'd agcn, 
Hallooing luftily to Madam Hen j 
To whom, with airs of triumph, he look'd round. 
And told what noble treafure he had found, 

** Ah! Peter, Peter," Laureat Thomas cries, 
*^ Thou haft no it^x of Kings before thy eyes j 
'^ Great — little — all with thee are equal jokes, 
*' And nughty Monarchs merely common folks* . 
" Ah ! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know—" 
Know what I " That monarchs are not merely Jb$v»\ 
*^ Souls they poflcfs, and on a glorious fcale." 
To this I anfwejc, Thomas, with a tale. 

A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which) 
Thus, on a certain time, addrcfs'd a poet:-^ 

^^ I'm much afraid of that fame fcribbling itch. 
'^ You've wit — but pray be cautious how you (how it; 

" Say nothing in your rhymes about a King: 

*' If praife, 'tis lies — if blame, a dangerous thing;" 

That 
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That is, the Duke bcliev'd the King, uncivil. 
Might kick the faucy poet to the dervil. 

T. W. ' .. 

p£TER, there's odds 'twixt ftaring and ftark mad— • ; 

P. P. 
Who dares deny it ?— So there is, egad I 

T. W. 
Thou think'ft no Prince of common fenfe pofleft— 

P. P. 

^ Thomas, thou art miftaken, I proteft. 
On Staniflaus the Mufe could pour her drain. 
Who, dying, funk a Sun upon Lorraine : 
Too like the parted Sun, with ^ory crowp'd — 
He fill'd with blufties deep th' horifon round, 
Frederick the Great, who died the other day. 
Had for himfclf, indeed, a deal to fay : 

We muft not touch upon that King's belief-^ 
Becaufe I fear he feldom faid his pray'rs ; 
Nor dare we fay the Hero was no thief, 
Becaufe he plundered ev'ry body's wares* 

F f 2 I'm 
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I'm told the Emperor b vaftly wife^ 
And hope that Madam Fame hath told no fics : 
Yet> in his difputations with the Dutch^ 
The Monarch's oratory was not much : 
FiA many a trope from bayonet and drum 
He threatened — but, behold ! 'twas all a hum. 



Wife are our gracious Q^ 's fufnh relations^ 
The pride and envy of the German nations ; 
People of fidhionj worfhip^ wealdi^ and flate — 
Lo! what demand for them^ in heaven, of late! 

Lo ! with his knaplack, ev'n juft now departed. 
As fine a foldier, fiuth, as ever fiarted — 
Whom Dcadi did almoft dnad to lay his cUrns i 
Old Captain what's his name?—- Saxehilberg^ufen:^ 
For whom (with zeal, for folks of worftnp^ bumii^) 
We once again are blacken'd up by mourrang; 
To fhow by g^ve^ clothe ribbandj crape, and fin, 
A peck of trouble for th' oki goitleman. 

Ah me ! what dozens, dozens, dozens. 

Our Q3 hath got of uncles, auntSj, and coulins! 

Egad^ 

* Great Uncle to oar moft gr»tioas Q2, He died b the Em- 
peror's fcrYice* 



Egad, if diiisthofe folks (xmtimiedyiiigy 
Each Briton, doom'd to difinal Ukdc» 
Muft always bear a hearfcr-like back. 

And, like Heraclitus, be always ^^t 

Great is die northern Emprefi, I confefs ! 

Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Beft ; 
Who keeps her fidr court dames from getting di-unk :♦ 

And all (b temperate herfelf, folks fay. 

She fcarcely drinks a* dozen drams a day ; 
And, in Icve matters^ is a Queen cf/ptink. 

Yet like I not ftich woman for a wife— • 

Such heroines, in a matrimonal ftrifo. 
Might hammer from one's tender head bard notes : 

I own my delicacy is fo great, 

I cannot in difpute, with rapture, meet 
Women whp loqk Ukc mfT\ in petticoats; 

Ofr in a leamM difjpute upon a cap. 

By way of aiffivp^ one might have a Jiap-^ 

P'rhap^ 

• At an Aflembly at PeteHbargh, Ibme years fince^ which 
was honoured with the prefence of the Emprefs, one of the rules 
WM« th4t no Udy (houid ^ome dnni into the room. 
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P'rhaps on a fimtfLe p^pcc^or gown— " / 

Nay ! poITiblpNSNladam's being ki/s'J! i 

And really I would^rather be knock'd down 
By weight of argument, than weight of fift, 

I like not dames whofe converfation runs 

On hatdes, fieges, mortars, and great guns : 
The miUer Beauties win my foften'd foul. 

Who look for falhbns with defiring eyes 5 
Pleas'd when on lei^s the. converfadons roll, 

Cork rumps, and merry-thoughts, and lovers' fighs. 

Love ! when I marry, give me not an ox— ^ 
I hate a woman like a fcntry-box; 
Nor can I deem that dame a charming creature 
Whofe hard face holds an oatb in ev'ry feature. 

In woman, angel fweetnefs let me fee: 

No galloping horfe-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook fuch manly MUs 

As Mademoifelle d'Eons, and Hannah Snells ; 

Yet men there are (how ftrange are Love's decrees !) 

Whofe palates e'en Jack-Gentlewomen plcaf?, 

How 
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4 How difTrent, Cynthia, from thy form fo fair. 
That triumphs in a love-infpiring air ; 

Superior beaming ev'n where thoufands ftiine— 
Thy form ! — ^where all the tender graces play. 
And, blulhing, feem in ev'ry fmile to fay, 

" Behold we boaft an origin divine !" 

See too the Queen of France — a gem, I ween ! 

With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Blifs to her King, and luftre to her race. 

Though Venus gave of beauty half lier ftore. 

And all the Graces bid a world adore — 
Her fmalleft beauties are die charms of face. 

T. W. 
Heav*ns ! why abroad for virtues muft you roam ? 

P.P. 
Becaufe 1 cannot find them, Tom, at home. 

I beg your pardon — yes — the Prince of Wales 
(Whofe aftions fmile contempt on Scandal's tales) 

Ranks in the Mufe's favour high. 

I wi(h Jome folks, that I could name with cafe, I 
Bleft with bis head — bis heart — his pow'rs to plcaifc— 

Then Pity*s foul would ceafc from many a figh! 

The 
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The crouching courtiers^ that furround a throoei 
And learn to Ipeak and grin from we alone^ 

Who watch, like dancing dogs, their mafier's nod^ 
Aie rea^ now^ if horiewhipp'd bora their places. 
At Carbon Houfe to fhew^tiidr fupple &ces. 

And call the Prince thejrVilify, a God. 

T.W. 
Think*ft thou not Caviar dodi the arts poflefi ? 



P.P* '^' 

Arts in abundance !— Yes, Tom— yes, Tom— yes! 



T.W. 
Think'il thou not Csfar would each joy forego. 
To make his children happy? 

P-P. 

Ko, Tom— no. 

T.W. 
What ! not one bag, to blcfs a child, beftow ?-* 

P.P. 

Heav'n help thy folly ! — no, Tom — ^no, Tom— no ! 

The fordid fouls that Avaf ice cnflaves. 

Would gladly grafp their guineas in ^tmr graves: 

Like 
5 
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Like that old Greek — a miferable cur. 
Who made himfelf his own executor. 

A cat is with her kittens much delighted ; 

She licks fo lovingly their mouths and chins : 
At ev'ry danger, lord ! how pufs is frighted 1 

She curls her back, and fwells her tail, and grins. 
Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 
Who fmell too curious to her children's furs. 

This happens whilft her cats are young indeed ; 

But when grown up, alas ! how chang'd their luck ! 
No more (he plays at bo-peep with her breed. 

Lies down, and, mewing, bids them come and fuck : 

No more fhe fports and pats them, frifks and purs^ 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs : 
But when they beg her blefling and embraces. 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their feces. 

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly. 
She watches the dear babes with fquinting eye j 
And if flie fpies them with a bit of meat. 
Springs on their property, and fleals their treat. 

Vol. I. G g No 



444 • ^^^ UPOK ODE« 

" Who oft liath rode on Pegafus fo fieryj 

•• And won the fweepftakes in the Lady's Dxar?; 

'^ Such, Sire, in poetry fhall hitch your name, 

'* And do Juffictent jujlice to your fame." 
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